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PREFACE. 



These allegories were written to be read to the 
children of a village school. They contained a 
point, from circumstances, to them, which they will 
not have to the public. Besides which, the fact 
of their having been read at different times and 
after intervals, prevented a sameness in the case of 
the children which they will present to others. 
But as they seemed useful to those they were 
written for, and as all allegory is singularly adapted 
to the young, they have been published under the 
hope that they may do good. 

The Author has been given to understand, since 
they were written, that in some points they re- 
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semble "The Shadow of the Cross," and "The 
" Distant Hills ;" if so, it was unintentional, as 
he had never read those books. 



Harrow- Weald, 

Nativity of St. John the Baptist, 
1845. 
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CHAPTER T. 

I was dreaming ; and I stood by a river which was 
flowing by the side of a vast Wilderness. It was a 
winding water, and slow in its course. Through the 
wilderness were many paths which led down to the 
river's bank, and all ended there. The bank was 
sometimes rugged, sometimes smooth, but I saw 
that every path was lost in the stream : whether they 
passed under the water and continued their course on 
the other side, I could not tell, for a dark heavy 
shadow was cast upon the other bank — so dark 
and dull that I could not see it clearly or any 
thing beyond it. But few flowers grew where 
I stood ; it was a dry, barren bank, and the waters 
dull and heavy which rolled along it. As far 
as my eye could stretch along the River, it was 
always the same : a dull water, a barren bank, and 
a dark shadow on the other side. T could see it a 
long way, till it was hid among hills; then I saw 
its waters again beyond them, like a faint twilight in 
a cloudy night. 
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Now there were many figures I saw standing 
here and there along the edge, some in groups, 
some alone ; hut each and all were in some one of 
the pathways which ran down from the wilder- 
ness. Many figures, too, I saw coming down the 
paths ; some were far off and some nearer ; hut 
they always trembled at sight of the water — at 
least, but few did aught else — and I noticed that 
they always left one of each little party behind 
them : as it seemed to me, they entered the water, 
and were seen no more. I was much touched with 
the earnestness with which some seemed to look 
after their departed one, but it was always vain, the 
water rolled on slow and silent as before, and the 
dull dark shadow hung on the other side. I was 
told they reached it, but I never saw them. It was 
scarce likely I should, if the straining eye of their 
dearest friends could not. 

Being much interested in the scene, I began to 
watch the parties more closely, and I saw that 
they all set out from a very distant part of the wil- 
derness, far out of sight of the river. Trees and 
hills, and many windings of the paths, hid the stream 
from them. Sometimes they did not see it till they 
came close to it, and sometimes they saw it from a 
greater distance. 

I saw, too, that each person had a light thread, 
finer than gossamer, which clung close to him, and 
seemed closely connected with the place from which 
he had started ; indeed, it seemed to have been 
drawn out after him along all his wanderings until 
he reached the Dark River. It was like the threads 
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of the finest net, and shone with very beautiful 
colours whenever the sun broke out on the desert. 

Now, as my attention was very much drawn to 
these parties, and as my reflections on them were 
many, I will give a short description of what I 
discerned in different groups, which moved along 
some of the paths to the water's edge. 

I noticed a larger group than usual approaching 
the river's bank. There were many, young and old, 
who formed it. It was plainly one family. I first saw 
them far up one of the paths of the wilderness, and 
they were all together. Their way lay through a 
richer portion of land than usual, and many flowers 
bloomed on many grassy banks by which they 
walked and lingered. I saw that, owing to the falls 
of the trees in this part, they often caught a distant 
view of the Dark River, as its calm waters moved 
heavily along here and there in the distance. When 
they saw it, I remarked it had a peculiar effect on 
them. They did not pass it unnoticed, as some, or 
shudder, as others, but all drew nearer together, and 
pointed out its water to one another. " See here, 
" my brothers," cried a tali fair youth of the party, 
" see yon river through the trees, surely we advance 
" nearer it ; it bounds our view. 'Tis a dark water, 
" and I see no way to pass it," said he, his voice 
slightly faultering. 

" There is no way to pass it, Adeodatus," said an 
elder one ; " I have heard of that river. Those who 
" cross it enter it." 

Adeodatus was silent and thoughtful, and they 
went on together. 



THE DARK RIVER. 



Now my eyes were fixed on that fair youth whose 
name was Adeodatus, and of him I shall speak. 
I noticed he soon forgot the solemn air he wore 
when he heard of the river, and was very gay and 
glad. As they walked they came to a sweet and 
well-flowered spot, where the sun was shining hot 
and bright, and many small insects sailed on their 
jewelled wings, or mused in ecstasy in the hairs 
of the sunbeam. Adeodatus was delighted, and 
sprang across the thickets to enjoy the still fairer 
spots which seemed to open beyond. I saw his 
silver thread became tangled by the thorns, and so 
lost was it in the shadow of the flowers, that not 
a ray of its bright colours shone in the sunlight. 
" Adeodatus, O Adeodatus ! " said a voice of his 
family, "see your tangled thread! " In a moment 
he saw it, and strove with pains and tears to dis- 
entangle it from the boughs. He did so in a little 
time ; for he had not gone far, and returned at once. 
But I noticed when he was trying to make it straight 
his eye fell on the Dark River in the distance, 
winding among the hills, and his face looked paler. 
" Yonder winds the river," said he ; " we are nearer 
" than we were." Now I saw in a little while none 
were so thoughtful as Adeodatus. More than once 
he said, " While I am among the banks of flowers I 
" do not see the water, and I am glad ; why may I 
" not love them ? " 

" We are meant to think of the River which bounds 
" the wilderness," said he who spoke before ; " we 
" may not forget it." 

I saw the silver thread of Adeodatus was often 
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in the shadow ; for he would so linger under the 
shady parts where the flowers grew ; whenever 
he was reminded, he returned, and then the sun 
shone fair and full on the silver cord. Now I 
saw this, that Adeodatus always walked straight 
in the path when he tried to walk fairly in it at 
all ; he made no turnings out of it. He was more 
remarkable for this than any of those with him ; 
at the same time, he loved the little spots of flowered 
ground, and often his silver thread got sadly en- 
tangled by thorns. 

I saw that as they advanced nearer the river, 
there were many obstacles between them and its 
banks, so that they could scarce see it. The damp 
rising from the stream had a deadly effect on Adeo- 
datus, and he grew pale. " Alas ! the river," said 
he ; " it grows cold and chill, my brothers." 

In vain did they persuade him they were too far 
off to perceive it; that there could not be need 
for him to pass it yet; he seemed to feel its cold 
damp in every part and limb, and lost his active 
merriment ; for he had been far the most active of 
the party. I noticed that he drew closer to his 
brothers as they advanced towards the bank, and 
seemed to hang upon them with more than usual 
tenderness. I often looked at the silver thread, and 
noticed it glittered brighter than ever ; it was never 
entangled now, and its glowing light followed him 
like a track wherever he went. He was fond of 
talking, and his talking was sad. 

"Oh, my brother!" he said one evening, "I 
" have heard say that those who feel the damp 
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" of this rivei are the first to cross it. I feel un- 
" willing to cross it yet ; and if I do, think you it 
" must be alone ? Cannot you go with me ?" 

" Adeodatus, I know, sooner or later all cross that 
" water who walk in the wilderness ; but beyond it, 
" as you know, is a Land, where those who cross are 
" at rest for ever ! " 

" True ; but all are not at rest who cross it ; and 
" what warrant have I that I shall be so ? Oh, my 
" brother, I fear the water ! " 

" You know, Adeodatus, that the best sign you 
" have before stepping into yonder water, is the state 
" of the silver thread of life ; and yours has glittered 
" brightly, like a sunbeam, of late, straight and un- 
" tangled. Alone you must go, if you go at all, 
" though all must follow ere long." 

" You speak of that which has often sadly grieved 
" me," answered he. " The silver bond has been so 
" often tangled by my neglect, as not to give me much 
" hope," said poor Adeodatus, his eyes filling with 
tears as he leant his pale face on his brother's 
shoulder. 

" My brother, it is bright now, and though often 
" tangled, it has still been whole. And see how 
" bright it is now !" 

"But that will never gain me admittance to the 
" other side by itself alone ; it has not strength to 
" bear me." 

" There will be, Adeodatus, One whom you will 
" meet on yonder bank who will gain admittance for 
" you into the happy land, and your silver thread is 
" a sign that He approves you." 



THE DARK RIVER. 



"But why do you make so much of its never 
" having been, broken ? How should that benefit 
"me?" 

"Because," said the brother, "it is a sign you 
" have always loved Him who gave it you ; that you 
" have drawn back before you have further injured 
" it ; besides, it is an easier matter, now we reach 
" the stream, to make it bright and straight, than it 
" would be if it had been more broken." 

So spoke the brothers. I saw a quiet sadness 
hung over Adeodatus as he went on ; but he was 
calm. His silver thread grew bright as crystal, far 
brighter and purer by degrees than any of those by 
whom he walked. But he seemed scarcely conscious 
of it, though his brothers often marked it with joy 
and wonder. Often he found the bright spot where 
the flowers of the desert grew, but they had little 
charm for him. They did not entice him away ; he 
would sometimes stand and love them, as he used, for 
a moment ; but he ever turned his head quick away ; 
and these words were on his lips — " The river, the 
" river, the Dark River!" 

Tt was a silent evening, and the sunset glowed 
over the distant hill. The faint stars came out one 
by one in the deep blue sky, and they shed a pale 
light on the broad sheet of water, which flowed slowly 
and heavily on, of the Dark River. On the bank 
stood the family of Adeodatus, and I saw him among 
them. My attention was drawn towards them with 
increasing interest. I saw he was pale, deadly pale, 
but calm, — calm as the still sunset on the hill ; his 
eye was blue as a summer sky at mid-day, and his 
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brow was solemn, thoughtful, and sad. His family 
were weeping around him, and I doubted not that 
he was about to cross the stream. I heard but few 
sounds ; the words, " O Adeodatus ! our dear Adeo- 
datus!" sighed along the water's edge. But his 
gentle and quiet face seemed to hush them all. I 
was surprised beyond measure at the composure 
with which he came so close to the water at which 
he had so trembled at the distance. But 1 looked 
to the silver thread, and saw it was brilliant even to 
dazzling me. 

" My mother, my mother !" said the youth, " I 
" shall soon enter into the dark waters ; but I feel 
" calm ; the silver thread is bound close around me, 
" and it seems as if it would draw me on to the 
" other side. Weep not for me, my mother, weep 
" not for Adeodatus ; but while you sojourn a while 
" longer in the wilderness, think of the day when 
" you must all cross the water," he continued, ad- 
dressing the rest around him. 

" Do you not fear the stream ?" said his brother, 
shrinking back. 

" I fear it not ; I know that He whom I have ever 
" loved, though so weakly, will bear me safe through. 
" Farewell, my family ! my beloved family, farewell !" 
and as he spoke his last accents were choked by the 
rising wave, into which he had glided as he spoke. 
I saw he passed into it even before they expected that 
he was about to do so. All their eyes were fixed in 
the track of the water where their beloved Adeodatus 
had entered. But they saw no sign of his form ; all 
they saw was the silver cord beneath the water, 
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shining with crystal light, so as to light up the Dark 
River itself with its glory. 

They fixed their eyes on the other side, but they 
could not see across. The deep shadows hung there ; 
and though some fancied they saw a light and a 
form on the side opposite where Adeodatus had 
entered, it was an indistinct fancy. Adeodatus was 
passed away, and they saw him no more ; only the 
silver light beneath the wave, that was all that 
belonged to Adeodatus. And in my dream, the 
sounds seemed to come with a sweet unutterable 
sadness — " Adeodatus, our beloved brother, our own 
" Adeodatus !" as their voices died away along the 
path of the .twilight wilderness. 

Now I saw a shadowy being by the bank addressed 
himself to the sorrowers who wept for Adeodatus, 
and told them they might not linger on the shore. 

" Alas! alas !" said the sad brothers, "and must 
"we go and leave our young brother in the dark 
" water ?" 

" He is not there," said the Being ; " only his 
" glorious track is there ; he is gone to the other 
" land." 

"Let us go after him, let us plunge into the 
" stream !" wept out a little boy among those who 
sorrowed. 

" It may not be. It will anger Him whom you 
" serve, should you do it ; you would not pass it as 
" Adeodatus passed it ; hard would be your struggle, 
" and no rest on the other side." 

" Then let us go far away from the dismal water ; 
" let us go back to the wilderness, and forget the 
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" river, and only think of dear Adeodatus," so spoke 
another of those who stood on the shore. 

" Nor this either will please Him whom ye love, 
" nor that brother who has crossed before you. Re- 
" turn not to the wilderness, my friends," continued 
the Being ; " it has nothing in common with you now. 
" You may live along the side of the Dark River. 
" Yonder narrow path among the hills must be your 
" path. The flowery banks of the way you have trod 
" would have few charms for you now Adeodatus is 
" gone. He was taken from you to take you from 
" them. Go on along this stream, linger not after 
" what has been. You journeyed through that with 
" him, and now he is gone, it is no longer your path. 
" If you returned, you would not long think of him 
" as you now intend ; you would soon forget him, and 
" ere long those very banks of flowers would cease to 
" speak to you of Adeodatus. No ; take this path. 
" His light will ever shine before you like a band of 
" moonlight beneath the surface of the water. You 
" will one day be called to follow him. But if one at 
" last be left alone, let him sojourn in this path till 
" he is called ; strive not to cross before you are 
" bidden. Happy will you be if your track of light 
" be bright as his, and if each light that streaks the 
" waters be as lovely to the survivors as his is to 
" you. Farewell! beloved of Adeodatus, farewell !" 

So spoke the Being of shadow, and it vanished 
from my sight ; and the family of Adeodatus were 
left alone. I watched them with increasing interest. 

One little one cried, " Though we may not plunge 
"into the water, we may go so near as to breathe the 



" same air which made Adeodatus so pale, and then 
" we shall be as pale as he, and go after him. I 
" would not mind the suffering, now Adeodatus has 
" gone through it." 

"Nay, my brother," answered another, "that 
" would be as sinful well nigh as crossing it by 
" force. You must walk calmly on, and neither 
" shrink from the water nor draw near till called 
" away." 

And I saw the little band began to move on. Now 
I noticed their faces grew more calm and happy, and 
they clung to each other as they walked along the 
sable tide. I saw, too, the silver cord of Adeodatus 
went before them in a glowing beam of light beneath 
the water's surface. I saw their own cords were very 
light, and seemed almost to mingle with and borrow 
a lustre from the light of his. The very shadow on 
the other side seemed brightened by the glow of his 
track, and made some think they might pierce the 
shadow. But they could not. Their path lay along 
the water's side, narrow, and straight, and rugged. 

I saw sometimes the high banks and hills hid the 
water from them ; but they never were so happy as 
when they looked on it and the glowing light. 
By night it led them : when all around was dark 
that was light ; and in the daytime its light was 
never dimmed. True, they had not so beautiful 
a path as through the wilderness ; but they minded 
not — what mattered it? The wilderness led far 
from Adeodatus, and the river near his track ; and 
though his eye no longer smiled on them, nor 
heard they his deep sweet voice — what mattered it ? 
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His glowing light was calmer than his blue eye, and 
the sound of the water he had crossed dearer to their 
ears than the sound of his voice ; they told that he 
was happy. What was the wilderness to them ? A 
dreary scene now, speaking of Adeodatus, but he 
was not there ; reminding them of him, but having 
nothing of him as the river had. I watched them 
far away down the river path. The little family were 
always moving slowly on whenever I saw them, and 
never turned aside to the wilderness. Sometimes 
I fancied I caught the sound of their voices as 
they chanted the evening hymn at twilight, the 
hour he entered ; and I used to catch the sweet 
quiet sounds as they floated away up the evening 
water. " Adeodatus, thou hast crossed the river 
"and art at rest!" At last, I lost sight of them 
among the hills. My attention was drawn to 
other groups who drew near to the river, and so 
taken up was I with them, that it was long before 
I again looked after the family of Adeodatus. I 
did once, when in a pensive hour I recalled their 
sweet image to my memory. I saw the little group 
far away among the hills. They were fewer than 
before ; more than one had crossed. But the rest 
still clung together, still moved on together. The 
glowing light was still by their side, the light of 
Adeodatus, and I fancied other lights were mingled 
with it, perhaps of those who had passed since ; I 
could not tell, it was so far away. 

I saw them for the last time ; there were scarce 
any left. They were like figures of travellers among 
the distant hills, small and faint. I saw them keep 
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close by the river side ; I saw the light, too, by 
them, the glowing light which never left them. 
It was twilight upon the hills and waters when I 
looked. It was a long way off : far as my eye could 
reach. I watched them till I could see them no 
more ; but as the last figure moved round the hill 
of the horizon, I fancied I heard the sweet sounds 
fleet along the twilight waves : " Adeodatus, our 
" beloved Adeodatus !" 



B 
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CHAPTER II. 



I felt so deep an interest in the party of Adeodatus, 
that I thought for a while I could care for nothing 
else, and was unwilling to watch any of the other 
parties which came along the wilderness towards the 
Dark River. I still continued to gaze along the 
path of the twilight hills whither they had gone. 
But in vain. Their sweet voices were lost to my 
ear, and I was left to muse in solitude, until my 
attention was aroused to a figure which approached 
the river alone. It was that of an old man. His 
hairs were grey, and he leant on a stick as he 
approached the stream. I perceived that he did not 
see it, as the trees and windings of the path shut it 
out from his eyes. But he was calm, very calm, 
and seemed indifferent to all around him. He was 
not anxious or hurried in his manner ; hut was as 
one who, having taken a far journey, cares not how 
soon it is over. While I watched him with great 
interest, I saw him, on a sudden, stop and gaze on 
something with an intense look, more intense and 
earnest than any I had seen him give. I thought 
to myself he had caught a sight of the river. I was 
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right; in an opening among the trees his eye had 
fallen upon its dark windings, and he was lost in 
contemplation. I can see him now : an old man — 
a very old man — with his quiet grey eye fixed 
steadily on the stream, until it filled with tears, and 
his white hair falling over his shoulders, as, with his 
head uncovered, he leant on his staff, and gazed for 
the first time on the cold water. I could not but 
look at him. He was alone, and the still starlight 
was all that broke the darkness of the autumn night. 
I thought that I approached him, and I heard him 
say to himself, " Its waters sound cold, but still it 
" is calmer than I thought." As I came near I 
noticed his silver thread was bright as daylight, and 
seemed to me unbroken. 

" Sir," said I, " the night is still ;" scarce knowing 
how to address him, so calm and venerable he seemed. 
He did not take his eye off the stream. 

" That stream," said he, " is what I have looked 
" for for years. Day after day I have longed to see 
" its quiet wandering ; and I am glad. Many of my 
" own have gone to it, and have returned no more. 
" They have all crossed the stream, and I am the 
" last. I love to think I shall touch the water they 
" have passed ; and now my time has come," — and 
the old man paused as he spoke, and a tear trickled 
over his aged cheek ; his calm grey eye was fixed 
intently on the water, until the deep shadows of 
the evening gathered in heavy mists on the river 
and it was lost from view. I felt interested in the 
aged pilgrim, and determined to watch him in his 
approach to the bank. Now I marked particularly 
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that the silver thread which attended him was firm 
and bright, and had not been broken nor entangled 
anywhere through the path by which he had come, 
as far up as I could see it. 

I thought at this moment another figure approached 
as from the wilderness, going towards the river. It 
was that of a middle-aged person, who moved with 
a confident step and an upright gait. The old 
traveller seemed to recognize him, and spoke to 
him: " What, friend, are you so far advanced on 
" your journey to the river ? I thought not you 
" would overtake my feeble steps." 

" Not too soon either, old man," said the stranger. 
"I am in haste to be there ; for the struggle of 
" passing, they say, is short, and there is rest beyond." 

" Rest, rest ! " said the other ; " sweet blessed 
" rest, where my children are ! But, friend, how is 
'< your silver thread ? for there is no passing the 
" water well if that is out of order." 

" Oh, I care not ; I am well assured of a safe pas- 
" sage ; nor have I heeded that this many a day." 

" Thou art very confident," said the old man ; 
" too confident ; take care lest you are deceived." 

And I looked along the path by which the stranger 
had come, and by the light of the moon, which had 
broken out full, and was sailing clear as a crystal 
boat through the dark blue sky, I saw his silver 
thread very far off, broken and entangled among the 
thorns of the wilderness. I thought I would watch 
the end of these two. 

Now I thought that the old man advanced with 
slow sure steps towards the water, looking up ever 
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and anon at tbe clear light of heaven, and then at 
the river, which rolled so dark among the hills as 
scarcely to catch one ray from the moon above. 
But the other was by this time out of sight among 
the thickets, and tried to choose a short and easy 
way to the stream below. I could not but look 
back at his silver thread, which lay upon the ground 
far away. I spoke to the aged traveller : " You are 
" very calm and peaceful ; what makes you so, when 
" so sad a moment is coming ? " 

" Not sad to me, for I trust to go home : all my 
" own are across the water ; and where is home but 
" where one's own aTe ? I have looked forward to 
" this day for years, and counted on it as a child 
" counts on his holiday, or a sick man on his re- 
" freshing sleep. It is not sad to go home." 

"But," said I, "how know you that all your's 
" who crossed the water are where you hope to be ?" 

" Their silver threads were bright to the river's 
" edge, and I often see them now glittering bright 
" beneath the surface, and I have watched through 
" the night many times and counted them all up ; 
" yes, all ; not one wanting. I see them now, as 
" I speak ; all the silver threads as they were the 
" day they crossed. That is my hope, sir." 

" But did they keep them safe and unbroken all 
" the way they went ? " 

" Not all, sir," said the old man, " not all ; with 
" more than one the links were broken before they 
" reached the river ; but, thank God, they were able 
" to recover them again before they stepped into the 
" dark water. Their buffet with the wave was hard 
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" and painful, and they were full of dreary thoughts ; 
" and the other bank was shrouded in very dark 
" shadows. But still they went safe, that is, as far 
" as I could tell, though they did not see or seem 
" to feel the silver cord as I did, and we who watched 
" them. It shone across the track when they had 
" gone, though not so brilliantly. But I am able to 
" count them with the rest, and thev are all there." 

" Were they young, sir, those whose holy bond 
" was broken ? " 

" Young — yes : one was very young, scarce fifteen 
" summers had shone on his young face, when he 
" crossed the dark stream. He bid fair to the last 
" year, and then" — the old pilgrim stopped, and 
brushed a tear from his eye — "and then — he broke 
" the bond of his covenant. He bid fair, as I said, 
" but he was drawn away, and wandered far down a 
" by-path of the desert, after one who held in her 
" hand a fair cup, with which she deceived him. She 
" promised him many fair things, which she never gave 
" him. I saw him go, and called, and called in vain 
" to him to return. I could not follow him. I stood 
" and watched him till the shadows and mists of the 
" wilderness shut him out from me. My eye followed 
" him to the last, and his mother stood weeping by 
" my side. We saw his broken cord, which being 
" quickly snapped asunder, flew back to where we 
" were standing. It was the first broken one of my 
" children's. But we went on our way — what had we 
" else to do ? It was a bitter day to us all. As 
" I went I looked back and saw the severed cord 
" lying among the brambles. • No sunbeam shed its 
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" lustre on it. It lay dull and deserted. I prayed he 
" might return to it, and left it with a sigh." The 
old man paused ; I did not like to disturb him, as I 
saw the thoughts of the Dark River came crowding 
on his mind as he drew very near it. At last I 
ventured to speak. 

" And did he return ?" 

'* Return ? — who ? O, my son ! my first-born 
" child ! my poor wanderer ! my first lost one ! did 
" he return ? I had forgotten my tale. Forgive 
" me, sir ; thoughts of meeting those who had gone 
" before had filled my mind. Yes, he came back. 
" T had seen more than one cross the dark water, 
" and was guiding the rest, when on a cold night I 
" was leading my little band, and trying to fix their 
" thoughts on the blue hills which were beyond the 
" river, which we could sometimes see, when I heard 
" a cry behind, and looking back, I saw one running 
" wildly towards me. He was pale and frightened, 
" and his haggard face and bewildered look made 
" me almost forget it was my child. He reached 
" me quickly. I heard him call me as he went — 
" * Father, father, one follows me so hideous, that 
" ' I dare not look. O save me from her !' He 
" flung himself into my arms, and wept aloud upon 
" my bosom. I raised him up ; but no sooner was 
" he raised up than he uttered the same wild cry as 
" before. 'O she touched me with her cold, cold 
" * finger. I drank her cup, and the hand was iron 
" * cold which gave it. I felt it thrill through my 
" * whole frame. She will have me — she has got 
" * me — O my father !' I felt the shudder of his 
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" frame thrill through myself, as he again sunk down 
" in wild agony upon my breast. 

" 'Whither are you going, my child — my first- 
" ' born V said I. 

"'Whither? O my father, to the Dark River!' 
" and his eye turned with a look of agony to where 
" the sable waters were flowing heavily along. 
" ' To the Dark River ! and thus, my son ? Not so.' 
" * T must, my father.' 

" He said it with a bitterness of earnestness which 
" has rung in my ears ever since. He rose to go. 
" * So soon, my child?' 
" ' Yes, father ; yes, immediately.' 
" 'And your cord broken, your silver cord?' 
" ' The chain which bound me in childhood to you, 
" ' my beloved father — my dear, dear bond of union 
" ' — yes, without it, and without hope. It is far 
" ' away. It lies far off in the desert path, dull, and 
" ' shattered.' He turned his eye hurriedly up the 
" narrow way ; mine followed his. It looked very 
" steep and rocky ; steeper than I ever saw it look. 
" ' My silver bond of union broken, and left. I 
" ' come, I'm coming !' said he, turning quickly away. 
" ' No one called you, my child,' said I. 
" ' Did not you hear that voice, my father, that 
" ' dreadful voice ? Do you not see the dreadful 
" ' figure?' I turned in the direction he pointed, and 
" in the shadows of the night I did see a fearful figure, 
" but I could not discern its shape. ' It is she, she 
" 'who led me away; and I must go, my father!' 
" and he burst from me and rushed down the path- 
way which led to the Dark River. 
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" I saw his young thin figure tottering with agony 
" and terror ; I saw his once fair boy's face now worn 
" with despair. I saw his once beautiful hair, long 
" and wild, floating over his shoulders ; and I re- 
" membered the days gone by, and I fell on my face 
" and wept aloud — * My poor lost child !' I looked 
" again. His figure had reached nearly the last 
" turn, and a hideous one, a horrid form, which 
44 followed him, seemed to goad him on. 

" I looked again, and I saw a Bright One, dazzling 
" bright, with a face like the star of night, come up 
" from the Dark River. He came swiftly, his wings 
" were of the blue of heaven, and his figure bold 
" and beautiful. I noticed he came straight from 
" the river, and his feet were even now wet with its 
" waters. He came swiftly, and stopped the poor 
" fugitive in his way. I heard him speak sternly to 
" him, andsawhim strike him with the wand he carried. 

" ' Young man, whither goest thou V 

" « To the river.' 

" ' And whither beyond V 

" ' I know not,' said he. * Let me pass, thou awful 
4 ' one. I dare not look on thy radiant face, not 
' ' now — not now.' 

" ' Now, or never,' said the sweet, stern voice. 
' ' I come from the dark water which just now closed 
' ' over your youngest sister's pathway. She thought 
' ' of you ere she dipped her foot in the cold wave, 
' ' and for that I am sent. Now, or never.' 

" * My youngest sister,' said he ; and that word 
4 touched him to the heart. His face lost half its 
4 horror. There came one ray of hope. 
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" I saw the remains of his broken cord still wound 
" about his feet. It looked very dull till now, a 
" shattered, unheeded thing ; I saw that the Bright 
" One's wand touched it, and a fair lovely light was 
" struck out from it, as of a light which was there, 
" but had been hid. 

" ' Go on,' said the hideous one. He trembled 
" violently. * 0», the river waits thee ; it was thy 
" ' pledge/ 

(( I saw him cast an eye of bitter anguish on the 
" bright messenger, and the hideous one fled away ; 
" and quiet sunk calmly on the brow of my beloved 
" child. 

" ' Thou must go quickly back/ said the sweet 
" stern voice ; ' quickly retrace all thy steps. Re- 
" 'join thy shattered cord. Your time is short, very 
" ' short. The Dark River waits you.' 

"•Is there time?' said he. 'The way is steep 
" ' and difficult.' 

" ' There is time. Your strength shall bear you 
" ' on, though it shall cost you agony.' 

" ' I go,' said he. 

" I saw him rise ; his face was full of sorrow, but 
" had lost its bitterness and agony. He leant on the 
" Bright One's arm, and they two passed swiftly by 
" me. He did not look at me as he went back, he 
" did not seem to know me. I heard him say as he 
14 passed me, ' My cord, my silver cord!' T watched 
" them as they went. The path was narrow, and the 
" hill was steep ; so steep, it seemed to go up to 
" heaven. Whether the mist made it so to my eyes 
" or no, I do not know. They went on, my son and 
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" the bright terrible one. Now I saw, as they went, 
" the hill grew more difficult for my boy to climb ; 
" and he, being worn out and weary, found it hard to 
" ascend it. I saw him often bow down beneath the 
" toil ; but the Bright One would not let him stop. 
" He was untiring. I followed as near as I could. 
" I heard him sigh often, and bitterly ; and often I 
" saw the big drops of sweat fall like blood from his 
" brow. The road seemed strewed with thorns and 
" sharp cutting stones, so that every vein bled from 
" his thin feet ; but he seemed not to mind. He 
" did not look back, but ever on. He seemed to 
" have but one thought. Ever and anon I heard 
" the Bright Being say — 'The time is short;' and 
" my child ever heeded him. He rested not, though 
" he fain would ; but when weary, he leant on the 
" winged Being's hand. They came to where the 
" broken cord had lain. It was so tangled and torn, 
" so dull and thin, that he could scarce see it. The 
" shadows of night had gathered thick around, and 
" made the work most difficult. I saw him sit down 
" and weep. My child held his face in his hands, 
" and wept aloud ; and the Bright One stood by 
" him with a fixed eye, and striking him with his 
" hand, he urged him — ' Thy time is short : at day- 
" ' break over yonder hills you must be at the Dark 
" « River.' 

" ' O sir !' said he, 'there is no hope! Ts this a 
(< * time to do so hard a thing V and again he wept 
" aloud. 

" ' The time is short ; but enough for thy work.' 
" ' Then will I work, though I lose all !' said my 



'* poor child, my first-born son ; and rising, he set 
" him to his work. 

" I heard him sigh ever and anon, and say to him- 
" self — ' My poor broken thread ! the silver thread 
" ' of my happy childhood !' I saw he strove again 
" and again to unravel it from the tearing thorns ; 
" and he strove in vain. The work he did one 
" moment was undone the next. His hands were 
" all over blood, torn with the thorns, and his feet 
" sorely cut with stones ; and I marked the Bright 
" terrible One did not help him. He stood by, and 
•* I thought he smiled most sweetly on him. But 
" he looked very grave, as if sometimes he thought 
" he would not accomplish his work. Long hours 
" of toil had passed away, and the shadows had sunk 
" so heavily that I could not see them. They were 
" shut out from my eyes. The last I saw was of 
" my son leaning over the silver cord. 

" As the night wore away, the grey light of 
" morning broke over the hills, and my eyes were 
" resting on the quiet outline beyond the river, and 
" I thought of my own who dwelt among them ; I 
" heard a sound as of footsteps coming quickly, and 
" looking round, I saw those two. My child walked 
" upright ; his silver bond was joined, and close 
" around him. It was straight and firm ; but it 
" shone not very bright. His face was wan, and pale 
" exceedingly ; his hair was no longer so wild and 
" tangled ; his hands and feet streamed with blood ; 
" and I noticed his garment was whiter than it was. 
" His eye was fixed on something straight before 
" him, and he never took it off. I doubted not it 
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" was the Dark River. He had a calmness on his 
" brow — a ray of hope ; yet there was deep sorrow — 
" anxious sorrow. His bleeding hands were folded 
" crossways on his breast. He came swiftly on, as if 
" he had one thought alone. His look was on the 
" Dark River, and his silver cord strong and firmly 
" bearing him up ; and I saw clearly by him that 
" Bright One. His face was like light, and his wings 
" like the blue of heaven. He ever looked on my son, 
" and seemed to have no thought but of him. He 
" carried his staff with him, which I saw was like 
" a cross, and I noticed the light shone on it, which it 
" seemed to catch from the Dark River, and which 
" shed its ray on my child's aching brow and silver 
" thread. He, my son, seemed worn out ; but he 
" never stopped to rest ; nor did he who was with 
" him ever offer him rest, though he looked sweetly 
" on him. They came near me, and I heard my 
" child speaking in low tones : 

" ' Hope, is there yet a hope? Oh, the Dark River ! 
" ' I feel it is near me.' 

" * There is hope,' said the other one. ' There is, 
" ' with great speed ; for the time is short.' 

" ' Hope, hope ! blessed hope !' said my first-born 



" son. 



"He never looked at me as he passed. I do not 
" know if he knew me. He passed close to me, but 
" never turned his eyes on me ; they were fixed straight 
" before him on the Dark River : and I saw his lips 
" move — ' The river ! the Dark River ! is there one 
" ' hope ?' I longed to rest his aching head upon my 
" breast, for his face looked so pale and wan. I 
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" loved him when I saw him, my own, my first-born 
" child ! Would I not have borne thee ? But you 
" thought not of rest ; there was no rest for you, till 
" the cold water was passed. No rest, no certain 
" peace, toil, labour, agony, but hope. Nor did the 
" Bright One look on me. He seemed to think of 
" nothing but of one. So they passed on, like pil- 
" grims who speed on their journey to be home before 
" morning, or like a post hasting away. I noticed he 
" was so different to what he was when he passed me 
" first. His soul seemed fixed on another object. He 
" was wrapped up in one thing — the Dark River, that 
" was all — how to pass that. I watched him as he 
" passed away ; I saw him at many windings of 
" the path. They often disappeared, and appeared 
" again in sight ; but they ever were the same — 
" hastening on to the Dark River, — he and the Bright 
" One. 

" They reached the bank by break of day, the grey 
" light of morning broke over the distant hills when 
" they reached it. The shadows hung cold and dark 
" on the sable water, and the river flowed in its full 
" mighty tide, when my first-born son came to it. 
" He was worn and weary with his toilsome jour- 
" ney, and when he saw the river he turned deadly 
" pale. 

" ' We will rest here,' said he, turning cold and 
" sickly at the sight ; ' a little rest.' 

" * No rest ; not a moment/ said his companion. 

" * Kind sir, not a moment V said he. 

"'Not one.' 

" ' Then my time is short indeed,' said my poor 
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" boy. • My sister had my father to lean on as she 
" ' went down into the dark water. Why not I V 
" ' It is not for thee. You have erred too far.' 
" * O my father ! my father ! would I had never 

* left thee ! The guide of my youth ! the guardian 
' of my way !' and my poor boy lifted up his voice, 
and wept an exceeding bitter cry. 
" * Hasten,' said the Bright One, ' the morning 

* breaks ; and ere that you must have crossed the 
' stream.' 

" ' Will you be with me to aid me in the last 

* extremity ? Is there yet one hope for me — one 
' ray of blessed hope ? If you are with me, I shall 
' be satisfied. Will you bear me up ?' But he had 
no answer. He looked round, but he saw not the 
Bright One. ' Bright messenger, my guide, have 
'you too left me?' cried my child. 'Then am I 
' indeed alone.' 

" ' Not alone,' said a hideous voice beside his 
ear. ' Not alone, for I am come, on whom you 
' rely, and to whom you gave yourself long since.' 
" A hideous face came near him, and a long thin 
hand laid hold of him, and led him down the bank. 
A cold shudder passed over him, and his face wore 
the expression of agony. ' Hope, hope ! no hope ! 
4 sweet blessed hope! How cold, how icy cold!' 
The shadows grew thicker and thicker, so as en- 
tirely to shut out the view of the hills beyond. 
The wind blew loud, and freezing cold, and drove 
up the water into waves of dark, dull, sable heavi- 
ness. Owing to the darkness all round, he could 
only see the water which passed beneath him. It. 
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" seemed as if there was nothing near him but the 
" Dark River and the hideous Being before him, who 
" seemed to grow larger and larger in the mist. As 
" he touched the stream the Being laughed aloud, 
" and held up the cup before him of which he had 
" once drunk, and the long bony finger was pointed 
" to the part to which he had drunk. 

" ' Hence, hideous being ; hence with thy filthy 
" ''cup,' said he. 

" ' You loved it once ; you loved the cup ; you 
" ' drank deeply of it. See, it is well nigh empty ; 
" * you drank it. Finish it now, and the last struggle 
" * shall be calm.' And the eyes of the hideous 
" Being were so fixed on him, that he could not 
" avoid him, look which way he would. 

" ' O is there time to save me ! time to help me in 
" ' this dark hour ? My father, my father ! may I 
" ' not lay this aching head on your breast ? Bright 
" ' Holy One, have you then left me V 

" On a sudden the shadows passed, and he saw 
" across the stream a glowing band of light. 

" ' It is my sister's bond of union ; would that 
" ' mine could shine so bright. But all — all is lost !' 

" ' Not lost, 1 said a voice behind him ; ( not lost 
" ' while you have faith ; ' and in a moment the 
" dreadful Being who had held him grew more 
" shadowy to my eye, and seemed to fear and tremble, 
" while that Bright One, who had lately, not gone 
" away, but been but a form of air, now came out 
" in all his terrible beauty. My child held out his 
" hand and grasped the arm of him who came to 
" his help : * Blessed Being, oh help me ! Leave me 
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" ' not again. I cannot bear the strife alone ; it is 
" * too — too dreadful.' And as I looked I beheld as 
" it were a dreadful strife between the two Beings. 
" The air seemed shaken and convulsed, and pre- 
" sently T thought many other forms came out in the 
" air, as if they had been there before, but they had 
" not been seen till now ; and they seemed to be 
" all stirring around my dying boy. He kept his 
" eyes constantly fixed on those who fought ; at 
" length I noticed the dark spirits seemed to glide 
" and melt away, and sweet songs arose, which 
" cheered his fainting spirit, and gave light to his 
" glazing eye. 

" Now all this time I saw the water was gradually 
" drawing him in, so that he would plainly be soon 
" on the deep waves ; and I hoped that that Bright 
" Form would be with him still through all. But it 
" was not so ; all melted away before he reached the 
" deepest waters, and he was again alone. I thought 
" the shadows grew darker than ever, and the wind 
" seemed to grow colder. I saw him sinking. He 
" felt for his silver cord, and he found it firmly fixed 
" around him. Tt was strong, but not bright. He 
" felt it, but he could not see it. He tried to see it. 
" The waters had all but covered him. I saw a 
" bright ray hover over his brow. He cried out : 
" ' O hope, blessed hope ! will there be hope and 
" 'peace?' 

" * Hope, but not peace yet,' said a calm voice, 
" which seemed to come from the other side, and rose 
" above the noise of the wind and water. A sweet 
" calm sunk on his pale brow. I saw him no more. 

c 



" He did not see the band of light; but it shone 
" acrosfc his track as soon as he had crossed. There 
" it is, numbered with the rest : one by another my 
" children's bands of light. His is there, and has 
" been from the first. I see them — I count them 
11 every evening. My boy ! my beloved son ! my 
" first-born child ! the wanderer brought home I the 
" lost one who. was found ! You were in doubt to 
" the last, yet hope did not wholly go ; yet you had 
" not peace : that was denied for your wanderings. 
" But you have left the blessed bond you could not 
" see, my comfort and support till I shall follow. 
" Blessed, blessed company ! My children all gone ! 
" crossed before me ! and leaving so sure a sign, so 
" sure a hope ; a light to cheer my midnight journey, 
" and give courage to my fainting steps. O my 
" children ! I come ; I follow you ; I enter the Dark 
" River which all you have crossed, and so will rest 
*' with you." 

So spoke the aged man, and leaning on his staff 
he was silent* I did not disturb him, and we stood 
long without speaking. I saw his eye on the dark 
water, and I did not doubt he was counting the silver 
bands. 

He spoke at last : " It is a pleasure, Sir, a great 
" pleasure, to stand and count these sweet memorials. 
" What should I do if one were lost ? My time is 
" come. Sir ; I feel it is. I must take my last jour- 
" ney to-night. I have something in rae tells me so. 
" I count them the last time. O how many a day 
" of solitude has been cheered by the blessed era- 
" ployment ! But my time is come." 
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J was anxious to see this peaceful old man cross 
the river, and how he would follow his own. I 
longed to see what his passage would he ; and so 
could not leave him. But finding he seemed to wish 
to he alone, T withdrew a space, and watched him 
from a distance. He gradually approached the water. 
It was a sweet still evening, as it were in summer, 
and the glow of twilight hovered over the hills on 
the other side. I had never seen them so clearly. 
The river was calm and peaceful, and looked as it 
only sometimes does. The air was hushed ; and ever 
and anon sounds of music came floating on, as if 
from another world. The old man walked to the 
water's edge, leaning on his staff. I saw his eye was 
constantly wandering up and down the stream, as if 
counting something ; and when he had done, a smile 
was on his face, and he howed his grey head in calm 
delight. Now I noticed, as he approached the edge 
of the hank, that the other side seemed full of Beings 
who seemed to fill the air. The old man gazed in- 
tently on the scene, and seemed to he drinking in 
the still beauty of the whole. I saw that his silver 
bond was firm and strong, and my eye could follow 
it far back along the path of the wilderness, un- 
broken and unhurt. The same bright ray which had 
glistened on the brow of his son played with tenfold 
lustre on his own. The hills on the other side be- 
came more distinct than I ever saw them : blue, 
and grey, and silver white. The water became calm, 
with scarce a ruffle; I saw as he was going into 
them, he steadily looked at something which seemed 
reflected on the surface. It was the path of the 
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wilderness, along which he had come, which was all 
of it painted on the blue surface, like the colours we 
recollect in childhood. He saw it all and he wept. 
The stillness became remarkable, only broken by the 
sweet music which seemed to fill the air on the 
other side, and was wafted in gusts to the bank 
where he was standing ; and it was so light and 
gentle, so sweet and soft, that it was more like music 
from heaven — like dreams full of strange beauty you 
cannot explain. The sun had almost sunk, and its 
full ray of glory lit up the scene around with glorious 
lustre. I knew he must enter the Dark River before 
it had gone. The old pilgrim, folding his hands on 
his breast, and once, more counting the silver bonds, 
which, glowed bright /as ever on! the water's edge, 
bowing his grey head, and wiping :a* tear which was 
dropping from his eyes, stepped down to the- water. 
Still and placid as it was, it was cold even, to him, 1 
and he shuddered and started, and held out his hand 
for aid; for I saw his staff could not support him 
here, it stuck fast in the river below. I beheld 
what I had not noticed before — a Form of light beside 
him. It did not seem altogether new to me, but as 
if I had seen it before. It did not move, but rather 
stood out from the air around him. It was of a 
bright Being, who was clad in white and shining 
garments, and his face was like that terrible one who 
had guided the youth ; though he looked not now 
terrible, but very sweet. I saw he bore up the old 
man in his arms, and whispered sweet words of com- 
fort in his ear, and he — the passing pilgrim — looking 
intently on him, seemed to forget whither he was 



being drawn. With his eye firmly fixed on the Bright 
One's lips, he did not know that the gentle flowing 
of the river had met around him. I saw him gra- 
dually sink. I heard him speak. His words came 
like sweet music to my ear from the water's edge. — 
" My Father's home ; where my children are ! this is 
" peace ! Peace, blessed peace !" 

" My peace I give unto you ! " said the voice. 
He bore up his head to the last, and turned his eye 
to the other side of the river, where I could see the 
forms of many fast thickening. I thought I heard 
fluttering as of wings ; but I could not tell. The 
same sight seemed to be filling his mind too. But 
when I looked again he was gone. All was gone : 
the aged pilgrim and the bright angel ; the beautiful 
and the calm music. The sun was set behind the 
hills. The shadows fell on the path of the wilder- 
ness, and the river flowed in the quiet twilight — dark 
and cold. All were gone; and I felt sadly alone. 
I turned away with deep regret. I missed the sweet 
voice I had heard so long. I felt desolate, and stood 
musing long on the scene, till the night had taken 
the place of evening. I gave one last look at the 
river. The bright bands were there — all of them, 
in their beautiful order ; one more was added to the 
number. I remembered how he had loved to count 
them ; and counted them over myself. I felt as if I 
were left alone to watch over the bands of light which 
shone like sweet memorials of a blessed family. 
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CHAPTER III. 



The next travellers I saw were different. Down a 
distant part of the wilderness, among many banks of 
sunshine, in an early morning, as I thought in my 
dream, I saw two girls, lovely, dressed in white, and 
walking side by side ; their eyes were sunny bright, 
and their hair fair and beautiful. I thought they were 
sisters; they seemed nearly of the same age, and 
their faces were turned towards the Dark River. 
When I saw them first they were far away up the 
path, too far off for me to see them very plainly. I 
saw they had not seen the water. It was on such 
a summer's morning as makes one forget all sad 
things ; when all the earth is glad, and the flowers 
open their cups to offer their small bosoms to the 
warmth of the sun, and the grass is full of gossamers, 
and the ground is trembling with airy mists, and the 
blue sky rings with the incessant song of all glorious 
things. 

I determined to watch these two little girls, and, 
accordingly, I drew near to them ; they were walk- 
ing along and talking blithely, as children do when 
earth is glad and air is gay. 
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" See yonder blue mountains," said the elder little 
girl; "how clear and bright they stand up to the 
" sun— green, and black, and velvet blue ; they are 
" very fair, and we seem drawing near to them." 

" You always see things plainer than I do, Mona ; 
" I can scarcely see them ; I see something, it is 
" faint, though, and misty ; but perhaps those fair 
" bright flowers on the ground dazzle me, and I love 
" them better." 

" Do you ? I don't ; T love the blue hills. I 
" wonder shall we get there? just through the wilder- 
" ness, I suppose ; at the end of the path. O I love 
" those blue hills very much ! I wonder if there are 
" lambs on them ? " 

" You go and look at the hills, and I will sit on 
" the bank of flowers." 

" No ; I won't leave you." 

" Then stay a moment, and I will come too ; just 
" to pick this dear little rose ; and we will go to look 
" at the blue hills in the sunshine." 

Not so soon, my poor children, I thought. You 
have not seen the Dark River yet — the cold Dark 
River. 

" Very well, dear Aly ; I'll wait a little ; but you 
" pick the flowers, and I'll sit down here and look 
" at the sweet hills, and think about going there." 

And the little girl sat down on a bank, and lean- 
ing her head on her hand, and turning her face 
away, she laid her staff on the ground, and fixed 
her quiet eye on the distant hills, till she seemed to 
think of nothing else— she looked so calm and quiet. 
I fancy I can see her now, and her silver thread 
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bound close around her, shining like jewels on the 
ground. 

Meanwhile, the other had covered herself with 
lovely flowers, and with fair garlands and chains, and 
was dancing blithely in the shadow made by the 
trees. It was a sweet contrast : the pensive one 
gazing on the hills, and the gay one dancing. 

" Oh, Mona ! I am weary of the flowers, they have 
" thorns, Mona dear, and they've torn me ; and see 
" here's blood over them. I'll come and sit with you." 
Stf saying she threw her flowers away, as one who is 
tired of a toy ; but she could not so soon get rid of 
them, they had thorns and clung to her, so that she 
was longer putting them off than she had been in 
putting them on. " O Mona," cried the bright little 
one, " would they would go away. I wish I could 
" come and look at the blue hills with you." 

Now I saw, for the first time, that these young 
ones were not alone, but a bright Form stood by each, 
which was very faintly seen in the air, and looked 
like beings made of coloured light, so thin and lovely 
were they. They were close by the side of the 
children. They seemed to have sweet calm eyes, 
which ever watched the little girls, and never were 
taken off them ; they were covered with light air-like 
garments, which floated thin as gossamer in the 
air. They each held a wand of silver purity in 
their hand ; and I noticed they were not unlike the 
children they guarded : sometimes they were scarcely 
to be seen, and they seemed to melt into the air. I 
always saw them plainest in the sunlight; when 
the children went into the shadow I could scarcely 
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see them; and I noticed the children themselves 
were not always aware of their presence, but loved 
to be with them and to converse with them. 

The little girl who was wearied of her gay flowers 
found it hard, as I said, to be rid of them ; she grew 
impatient, and tried to tear them from her to get to 
her sister. I saw the bright Being had left her side, 
and was sitting on the bank near where the withering 
flowers were lying, and I thought he was weeping. 
The little girl turned and saw him, and her eye filled 
with tears ; she went up to him and spoke, 
" Blessed Being, why do you weep ? " 
" Because, my child, you love the flowers more 
" than the blue hills ; so I weep." 

" Blessed Being, do not weep. I will throw away 
" all my flowers if you will not weep." 

" I will not weep if you will turn to the blue hills." 
" Then I will. Let me take away your tears, 
" blessed Being," said the little girl, bending over the 
beautiful One, and taking her white garment to catch 
his tears. I thought the tears washed the blood from 
the garment. The bright One rose up and smiled, 
and Aly looked happy. 

Meanwhile Mona sat alone, calmly gazing, and 
the bright Being leant against the tree beside her, all 
in the sunlight. 

" Mona, shall I tell you a story of those blue hills? " 
" If you will, holy One," said the little girl. I 
saw he spoke, and by her attention I perceived to 
a very long tale, but I could not hear it, I doubted 
not it was of the blue hills, for the little girl never 
took her eyes off them all the while. 
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" Blessed Being, shall I ever go to the hlue hills ? " 

" Yes, Mona," said he who stood in the sunlight ; 
" hut you must pass the Dark River first." 

" The Dark River ! What is that ? I never 
" heard of the Dark River ; " and Mona turned 
quickly round and looked in his face with sorrow. 

" It is a cold dark water, which runs between the 
" blue hills and you ; your silver thread will bear 
" you through it ; all depends on that." 

" Will you help me through it ? Will you be with 
" me when I go through it ? " 

" It may be ; but all depends on how you walk 
" to it." 

" Then will I walk any way you will tell me 
" of, so as you will be with me and take me safe 
" through." 

" You must care little for the things of the wilder- 
" ness ; you must often think of the Dark River, 
" and live as they live who stand on the shore of the 
" cold water," said the Being, looking sorrowfully on 
the little girl. 

" And how do they live there ? " said Mona 
anxiously. 

" In denial, and solitude, and severity." 

Mona was silent a moment. " Then will I be so 
" as I walk through the wilderness, if I may talk 
" with you often as I walk, and you may tell me 
" stories of the bright blue hills — may you not, 
" holy One ? " He bowed his head. " And I may 
" look at the blue hills sometimes after I have 
" looked at the Dark River ?" 

" Sometimes." 



THE DARK RIVER. 39 



" And shall I be sure to reach the blue hills at last ? 
" I think I would go through ten rivers for that." 
The bright One sighed and was silent. " Have I 
" made you angry, blessed One ?" said the little 
girl, kneeling and bending her fair head under his 
hand. She knelt beside him in the full sunshine 
of the afternoon. 

" Holy One, may I call you dear ? for I do love 
" you." 

I saw him smile sweetly on the child ; and he 
vanished from my eyes in the pure hot air ; and 
Mona still continued kneeling on the bank of flowers, 
with her eyes bent on the ground, and her face turned 
towards the hills. Her hands were joined. — " The 
" Dafrk River, the cold Dark River ! " she said to 
herself. 

" Do come, Mona," said little Aly, who had 
reached her ; and they two set forth along the path 
of the wilderness towards the Dark River. 

" How you walk on the rough ground, Mona. I 
" love these soft banks of flowers," said Aly. " Do 
" come and walk here." 

" There are no flowers by the Dark River," said 
Mona. 

" The Dark River ! What is that ? " 

" What we must cross before we reach the blue 
" hills, Aly." 

Aly was thoughtful. " Then I won't think of it. 
" I'll think of the hills, and forget the river. There 
" is no harm in walking by the smooth ground." 

" It's all rough by the Dark River." 

" O Mona ! do come with me here." 
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" No, no ! Aly. How should I bear the rough 
" road by the river, if I have been accustomed to the 
" soft banks before ?" 

So spoke the little girl, and with her white staff 
in her hand, and her garment pure as driven snow, 
she walked on along the way, with her eye on 
the blue hills, and her heart at the Dark River. I 
saw a thin Form of air by her side, and I did not 
doubt it was the bright Being. Aly walked on the 
other side ; she was light and gay ; she plucked the 
sweet flowers and caught the beautiful flies. 

" Dear, dear flowers ! " said Aly, 

" The Dark River ! " said Mona. 

So they went on. 

I saw that often the other paths of the wilderness 
led into this, and travellers were able to talk with 
each other. Several groups of children were going 
down many of them. 

" Mona, I shall go down this path in search of 
roses." 

" Oh no, Aly, don't leave our own dear narrow 
" way." 

" There's no harm in loving the flowers." 

" No ! there's harm if you love them too much ; 
" and then, may be, you'll forget the Dark River." 

" Oh no, I will not !" 

" You won't see it down that path, it's all shut 
" out by trees ; and then, perhaps, you'll come on it 
" all of a sudden, and it will frighten you so, Aly, 
" you'll not be able to bear it." 

"I've got my silver thread to bear me through, 
" Mona." 
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" Ah ! but you will tangle that among the thorns, 
" and might break it, and then it will not bear you. 
" Don't go, Aly, dear ; please don't." 

" Only a minute, just a minute," cried the laugh- 
ing, sunny little girl, and she ran down the bye 
way. 

" O Aly, Aly ! dear, dear Aly ! Come back to 
" me ! do come back to our own narrow way !" and 
Mona sat down and cried, with her face to the Dark 
River. But Aly did not mind. "O Aly, Aly!" 
sobbed Mona, but she had run too far away. 

Mona arose and went on her journey alone. I 
watched her as she went on. The moonlight came 
out, and shone out far and wide over the path of 
the wilderness; the trees hung over the banks of 
flowers, and cast their violet shadows on the pale 
roses ; and the large moths, which came out at even- 
ing, mused in the air above the flowers. The 
little insects danced over the tops of the shrubs, 
delighting in the cool stillness ; and the air was full 
of odours, which the night drew out from the 
flowers. The hills far away were covered with hazy 
mists, and looked like the world which the moon 
above all loved, as she seemed to shine down so still 
and calmly on it. Mona's little quiet figure walked 
on amid3t it all: her white garment looked whiter 
still in the faint gleams of the moon ; her long staff 
cast its shadow along the path. She always went in 
the rugged rough road : that way was straight, though 
it was narrow. I lost her a few moments, and look- 
ing again, I saw her sitting down under the quiet 
light. I thought a large plain was before her, with- 



42 THE DARK RIVER. 



/ 



out either a shrub or flower ; a large and sandy 
plain, which went straight down to the Dark River. 
Nothing between her and it but the sandy plain, 
and the moonlight falling full on it. 

The river looked broad, and full, and mighty. It 
flowed on as if it had its work to do, and made its 
sure onward course. The moon sparkled on it here 
and there as it caught its ripples, which shone like 
jewels. The hills were beyond, and the trees of 
the wilderness behind. There sat the little girl 
looking full at it all alone in the midst of the great 
sandy plain, and surrounded with the beautiful 
glory. I thought she was gazing intently on the 
stream. Presently the air before her seemed to take 
a shape, and I saw plainly a figure stand out of the 
light. It came out by degrees ; I could scarce tell 
when or where it began. I did not doubt it was the 
bright Being. 

" Is this the Dark River, blessed One ?" 

" Yes, Mona, the Dark River." 

" It looks very cold and dull to cross : must I 
11 cross it ?" 

" Yes, Mona ; you cannot live among the blue 
" hills without it." 

" But I do not see the blue hills now," said the 
little girl ; " there is a mist." 

" It rises from the river," said he. " It will do so 
" very often. You will see them better when you 
" are on the bank." 

" And shall I cross alone ?" 

" Yes, Mona, alone." 

" Will not Aly be with me ?" 
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"No ; you will be alone." 
" You will be there ?" 

" Yes, Mona ; but perhaps you will not see 
me." 

" But you will help me, bright One, will you not?" 
said the little girl, her voice faltering. 
" Yes, Mona," said the bright One. 
" And shall you be with me on the other side ?" 
" I shall," said the bright One ; and I thought his 
wings grew more beautiful in the light of the moon, 
and his eye looked more calm and lovely. " I shall 
" be with you among the sweet pastures and still 
" waters, and live with you for ever." 

" Oh, that will be so happy !" said the little girl ; 
but I saw that sorrow was on her brow. " But the 
" Dark River — you said the bank was rough, how 
" shall I cross it ?" 

" If you would bear its roughness without shrink- 
ing) you must be accustomed to the rough ways 
of the wilderness. Always choose them now." 
" I will," said Mona ; " I will do any thing to be 
" ready for the Dark River." 

"As you will be alone, Mona, then, be much 
" alone now." 

" I will walk alone, blessed One, and only talk 
" with you." 

" Try now and look at the hills beyond, and you 
" will be able to see them more clearly then." 

"I see them more plainly now," said Mona. 
" How broad and clear the river flows ; there seems 
" nothing between me and it. It looks very sad and 
" silent." 
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" Take care of your silver thread, Mona ; you 
" must have that untangled and untorn to bear 
" you through." 

Mona turned to look at it, and the bright One was 
gone, and the little girl was left alone, sitting in the 
moonlight. Her dark shadow fell black and clear 
upon the desert of sand, and the white folds of her 
mantle lay there like reefs of driven snow. The 
grains of sand sparkled round her like pearls in the 
glittering light. She rose up, and was silent. 

" The river ! dark, cold, alone, rough," said she. 

A loud happy cry rose behind her, and little Aly 
came running to her. 

" O Mona, Mona ! I've been so merry and gay 
" since I left you." 

" I shall not be merry at the Dark River, Aly." 

" The Dark River, Mona dear, what's that ?" 

"There it is," said Mona. "That's the Dark 
" River, Aly." 

" But I don't like to look at it, Mona ; it's so 
" dark and cold." 

" But you must cross it, Aly." 

" Well, and if I must, I would rather not see it." 

" I love to look at it," said Mona thoughtfully. 
" I had rather look at its cold dark water if I am to 
" cross it." 

" That's what I do not," said Aly ; " if I must 
" cross it, that's enough, without looking at it before." 

So spoke the little girls, and they went on to- 
gether towards the Dark River; little Aly playing 
and dancing in the sunshine among the flowers and 
butterflies, her gold hair glittering bright, and her 
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laughing blue eyes sparkling in the light ; Mona 
walking alone. I always saw her soft delicate figure 
calmly going on in the narrow way, rough and 
stony, with her long white staff in her hand, and 
her eye on the Dark River. I saw she got nearer to 
it every day, and I thought she must soon cross it. 

" Mona, Mona !" said the little laughing girl, " I 
" am going down this path; it looks so soft and 
" bright, and it leads along by the Dark River." 

" Stop, stop, Aly ! you'll tangle your silver thread, 
" and you'll make the bright One grieve so." 

"O no, no!" said Aly, turning away; " I shall 
" come back presently all right. I don't like that 
" water, and we get so very near it now. I'd rather 
" not see it." 

" Aly, you must cross it, so why not see it?" 
But Aly was gone out of sight down the path. 
She ran on without stopping. " O nice sunshine ! 
" warm sunshine ! there is no harm in loving sun- 
" shine. So I will love it, and the soft, soft flowers !" 
Aly went on till she found companions — other 
children who had their narrow path to keep in to 
reach the Dark River, and had left theirs like Aly. 
They played together long and merrily. They 
thought and talked of nothing but the sweet things 
which were around them, flowers and sunshine. They 
gathered fruits, and eat them, burning with the sun, 
and the cool juice refreshed them ; and twined 
flowers into garlands, and wove white roses to crown 
Aly queen of the day. At last evening came on, and 
the sun sank, and the chill air came up from the 
river in the distance, and struck them cold. Aly 
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grew frightened, and thought of Mona ; she did not 
know her way back ; her silver thread was tangled 
sadly among the thorns, and her pure white garment 
was all over stains. She sat down and wept aloud. 
While she sat weeping, she heard the sound as of 
another weeping with her ; she listened to it, and 
wondered what it could mean. I saw presently a 
thin figure come out in the air not far from her. It 
looked light and pale in the twilight, and sat with 
folded arms and eyes fixed on the ground. It was 
the bright One, who ever followed Aly. The little 
girl started up and ran to him. 

" Why do you weep, blessed One ? I do not like 
" to see you weep." 

" I weep, Aly, for your tangled thread and soiled 
" garment." Aly coloured deeply, and hung her head 
down. 

" Do not go away, and I will clean my dress, and 
" make my bond straight." 

" That you cannot do," said the bright One. 

" You can do any thing, can you not ? Will not 
" you help me ? you have helped me before." 

" I can't, Aly, now, till you have turned back to 
" the right way. I have no power while you are 
" away from that. I can guard you as long as you 
" stay in that ; I have no power now." 

" Oh, how shall I go back ! O Mona ! dear Mona ! 
" would I had never left you ! Blessed One, will not 
" you lead me back ? " 

" I may not, Aly ; I can follow, if you go." 

" Oh, to think I have grieved you by my folly !" 
-said the little girl, again weeping bitterly. " Why 
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" do you care for me so much ? Why does all I do 
" wrong hurt you so, blessed One ?" 

" Because I love you, Aly, and am sent to guard 
" you ; and I wish to walk with you among the blue 
" hills, and show you the cool waters." 

" And may you not do that now V* 

" Not while you are as you are." 

" Oh, how unhappy I am ! How can you love me 
" while I am so bad ?" 

" I must love you, Aly ; I am filled with Love for 
" you ; I was made to love you." 

" Let me dry your tears, will you ?" 

" Not with those stained hands. Aly, you must 
" not touch me." Aly looked at her hands, and saw 
they were stained all over. 

" I will with my white dress," said the little girl ; 
but, alas ! there was not one part white in it. " Now 
" will I go back quickly," said she. 

So saying, I saw the little girl arise and strive to 
find her way back; I saw her toiling hard, and 
that bright One followed her behind, a calm thin spirit 
in the twilight following through the brakes and 
thickets sadly. I watched them in the darkness till 
I could see them no more. 

The next evening had come before I saw them 
again. It was a very still evening, such as you some- 
times see in summer ; the sun was fast going down 
behind the blue hills, the trees clad with peaceful 
glory. 

" Mona, Mona !" said little Aly, coming out of the 
wood, " where are you going ?" 

" To the. Dark River," said Mona. 

d 1 
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" But are you going through it soon ?" 

" Yes, Aly, soon, very soon." 

" O Mona, dear, may not I go with you ? Take 

me with you !" cried the little girl bitterly. 

" You may not go, Aly," said the bright One. 

" Not go with Mona, my own dear Mona ? O 
" let me go, let me go with Mona !" 

I looked at Mona ; she was still walking in the 
narrow rough way in which I last saw her. But the 
river was close before her, rolling on with its broad 
cold dark stream. Her staff was in her hand, tall and 
cross-like ; her garment was very white, and her 
eye shone brightly and sweetly ; her figure was 
upright, and her step was firm. She was plainly 
soon going through. Her eye was fixed before her, 
and she looked neither before nor behind. She 
thought of only one thing ; little Aly followed her 
weeping. " Mona, dear Mona ! let me go with you !" 
She had cleaned her stained garment, and her silver 
thread, was firm and straight. 

Mona approached the shore ; she did not look 
at Aly. I think she saw her ; but she spoke 
not, nor did she seem to hear her weeping. Aly 
covered her face in her dress, and sobbed aloud, 
" O Mona ! " I saw the bright One walking swiftly, 
brightly, and calmly. He looked ever and anon at 
Mona ; but he did not speak. No bright One walked 
by Aly ; she walked alone, sobbing as she went, 
" Mona, dear, won't you speak to me ? won't you 
" take me with you ?" I thought the stones became 
very rough and sharp, and cold cutting winds blew 
up along the water. 
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" The stones cut so," said little Aly, stopping and 
crying, and looking at her bleeding feet; "your 
" feet don't bleed, Mona." 

I don't feel them cut, Aly ; I've been so 

used to the stones," said Mona. Mona scarcely 
seemed to feel the rough shore: she was used to 

it. 

" How cold the wind blows from the water," said 
Aly ; "it makes me so cold." 

" I shall soon be across," said Mona ; " there's 
" no cold air among the blue hills." 

Little Aly's limbs seemed to ache, and she shivered 
with the piercing cold. Mona did not feel it ; she 
walked on firmly. 

" How plain you see the way, Mona," said poor 
Aly, trying to follow ; " the shadows are so thick 
" and dark, I can't see hardly your white folds. 
" O Mona, stop!" 

" I may not stop," said Mona. 

Aly sat down on a stone, and covered her face 
with her hand. " Then I must stay here alone ; 
l * I can't go with you. What shall I do ? the way is 
" too dark for me ! " It was not dark to Mona ; she 
had been used to the dark paths. She knew the 
river would be dark. 

" Poor Aly," said Mona to the bright One : " why 
" is it so rough and cold and dark to her? I do 
" not feel it so to me." 

" Because Aly always chose the flowery paths 
" before, and would not go the rough ways while she 
" could ; she can't bear them now." 

" How will Aly ever cross, Sir ? " 
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" She will not yet ; she will have to go back again, 
" and cross it by-and-by." 

" I am going, Sir, into the water," said Mona ; 
" it is very cold. You will bear me up ? " 

" I cannot, Mona ; you must trust to other strength 
" for that." 

Mona did not shrink ; she looked full of courage. 
She turned to speak — to speak once more ; but he 
was gone. She looked at Aly, but she only saw 
the little figure sitting on the stone weeping, and 
heard the sound of her voice, choking with tears 
— " Mona, Mona ! " Mona could not wait ; her time 
was come. " Now," said she, " Dark River, I 
" will pass you as I can. I have long looked at 
" your waters ; you are not new to me." The 
shadows grew heavy and dull, and the wind howled 
cold and colder still. I heard a voice close to the 
little girl's ear. 

" The wind blows cold, child." 

" I'm used to the cold," said Mona, not looking 
round ; " and the blue hills are all sunshine." 

" You will be lost ere you reach them ; you will 
" never see them," said he. 

" I am borne up by the silver thread and an 
" unseen Hand," said the little girl. 

" The stones are rough and cut your feet." 

" My feet are used to the rough stones," said 
Mona ; " I feel them not." 

" The water is dark." 

" I'm used to darkness, and the blue hills are all 
" light," said Mona, still keeping her eyes fixed 
before her. 
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" You are cruel to leave poor little Aly behind 
" and alone ; what will she do without you ? " said 
he. 

" Aly has often been without me ; and the bright 
" One is with her. My going will make her take 
" the straight way to the river ; " and a tear dropped 
from Mona's eye. 

" The bright One has gone and left you," said he. 

" He is not far," said the little girl ; " he will 
" meet me on the other side, and will take me to the 
" blue hills." 

Now I saw all the while Mona never looked round 
her, and her face wore the same calmness it had 
always worn. By this time I saw the water had 
begun to rise around her, and the river to look very 
dreary. Her long white staff she still carried in 
her hand, and the top of it caught a brightness from 
the other side, which shone steadily on it. She 
looked very pale. There came on a deep stillness. 
It was light where she crossed. 1 could just see 
her white dress by a stream of glory, which poured 
down from the top of the staff on Mona's forehead, 
which looked pale and beautiful in the dark awful 
river. I can fancy I see her now, as she walked on 
so steadily; and her feet never flinched from the 
rough stones which would have hurt any one. She 
did not speak; and by degrees the darkness came 
all over, except just on the staff and Mona's face, 
which still shone bright as daylight. Her eyes were 
fixed firmly on the blue hills, which I thought she 
saw, though / could not. 

In the deep silence I heard a sound in the dis- 
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tance, which came up in the dark — a soft sad sound, 
which was heard now loud, and now low and very 
sad. It was little Aly crying on the stone be- 
cause Mona had gone. I thought I heard a voice 
sometimes — " O Mona, dear Mona, may I come to 
" you ? " 

Again that other voice came up from the water to 
frighten the little girl, and spoke things to make 
her despair, and laughed and sighed in her ear ; but 
she did not care ; she went on. 

"Do you hear Aly ?" said he. 

" We shall walk together among the blue hills," 
said Mona. 

" You are sinking fast," said the voice ; " you 
" will be lost." 

" Away, away ! " said the little girl, speaking 
loud, with her last remaining strength ; and in the 
Dark, I saw a hideous thing, with large wings, sail 
down the dreary water; and its fiery eyes glared 
horridly, and it laughed loudly, as it went away ; 
and Mona was alone — she was just gone. 

All was still before she entered the deepest — quite 
still. The last rays of the evening sun shone softly 
as she sunk in the river. The last I saw of her 
was with her eye fixed on the hills on the other side, 
and her white garment floating on the surface of the 
dark waters. The bright One was not with her as 
she passed. He had gone ; but I knew he was not 
far. He met her on the other side. 

1 doubt not she soon reached that other bank, 
and walked by his side who had been her companion 
through life to the blue hills, where all her toils were 
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over, and her sorrows ended. Happy Mona ! The 
rough Path had led to Peace at last. 

Just as she was passing away, I saw little Aly 
had reached the river's hank. She was torn and 
bleeding; her white dress was soiled all over, and 
her face streaming with tears. " Mona, Mona, stay 
" a moment. I am coming too ; coming with you, 
" Mona. I cannot, will not live without you ; stay 
" a moment, just a moment, Mona, for poor Aly ! " 
But Mona did not wait; she was going away. 
" Mona, just a moment ; " screamed the little girl, 
as she put her feet into the water to follow her sister. 
I saw her touch the waters and shrink back. " Oh, 
" how cold, how icy cold," said Aly ; " I cannot 
" bear it. What shall I do ? for I will go with you, 
" Mona/' Again the little girl put her foot into the 
water ; again she drew it back. " I cannot bear it. 
" Oh, I have lived too long among soft quiet things ! 
" I am not used to the cold, as Mona was. I always 
" loved the warm sunny path, and now I can't bear 
" the cold ; and I must live and walk alone. O 
" my sister ! would I had trod the rough way with 
" you, and I should go where you are going! But 
" I never, never shall; and I shall never see the 
" dear blue hills we used to love together ; and I 
" shall never walk with Mona there, and see the 
" lambs we talked of, and pick the blue flowers 
" which will not die. O Mona, will you not stop 
" for your poor Aly ?" But Mona was gone — quite 
gone ; and Aly saw her no more : the Dark River 
had closed over the fair head of the little girl. She 
was gone to the hills, and the land of Light, and the 
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living Waters, and the undying Flowers, and the King 
who is a King for ever, " fairer than the children of 

men. 

The River rolled on as ever ; and the night came 
thick over the sky, and the birds were silent on 
the trees of the wilderness, and there was no one 
to be seen. The heaving of the heavy waters was 
the only sound which broke the awful stillness. 
There was not a star or moon — banks of clouds 
rolled over the sky. One little figure lay on the 
bank all alone. It did not move nor speak nor cry. 
It lay all along on the cold ground, as if it did not 
feel the bitter wind, or know anything about the dark 
sky. Its hair blew about in the night blast, and its 
thin white hand was moved backwards and forwards 
by the water as it flowed along. It looked so lonely 
by the water's side. The figure was quite still and 
quiet ; its face on the ground, and the other hand 
pressed on its brow. Poor Aly ! she was left alone. 
Mona was gone — gone quite away ; where shall Aly 
go ? She could not go back to the wilderness ; and 
she had sunk down, worn out with sorrow, where 
she had seen the last of little Mona, as she went 
under the water ; she lost all her sense ; she lay 
there all the night long by the river side, and no 
bright One by her ; he had gone too. She chose 
the smooth path of the wilderness, and her troubles 
were come ; she could not go with Mona : she was 
not fit — she was not ready ; and she was left alone. 
It grew so dark, I could see her no more. The 
last I saw was the small white figure lying by 
the flowing river. 
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I looked again : it was break of day behind the 
blue hills, I looked along the bank ; there lay 
little Aly still, just where she was. The sun 
broke out and shone on the river ; and I saw, just 
by Aly's side, where Mona had crossed, that the 
water began to rise, and by degrees a fountain 
of lovely drops of many colours, blue and red 
and green and violet and gold and white, sprung 
up, and began to play gently all around. It rose 
higher and higher, and as it caught a ray of the 
morning light, I never saw so beautiful a sight ; so 
many colours and such cool refreshing drops. I 
thought the fountain, as it rose, took the form of 
Mona, and looked like her. As it rose higher, the 
drops were sprinkled forth, and began to fall lightly 
on little Aly, till at last the child shone all over 
with bright and coloured drops, and her dress became 
white as snow. The fountain seemed to be made 
for her; it threw all its loveliest waters upon 
the little weary girl. Aly arose and opened her 
eyes, and sitting up, she turned her face towards the 
beautiful fountain. It was playing bright and high, 
and the sweet sound of its gentle droppings and the 
light of the morning sun cheered the little mourner's 
tired spirit. 

" Mona, is that you ? Did you call Aly ? " said 
the child ; but no voice answered. " What a lovely 
" fountain, and what gay coloured drops ! It is 
" like dear Mona ! It has come to comfort me 
" now she has gone. Ah me ! I thought it was 
" Mona when I first looked. But oh, what a sweet 
" fountain!" said she, for a moment forgetting her 
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troubles, and delighting in the gay colours as she 
used to do. The little girl sat gazing, and the drops 
went on falling upon her, till she almost forgot where 
she was. 

" Come, Aly," said a voice behind her. She 
started and looked round. It was the bright One. 

" Blessed Being, then you have not forgotten me. 
" I thought I was alone." She took his hand and 
kissed it. 

" Are you ready to go ?" said he. 

" To go whither ?" 

" To follow Mona," said the bright One. 

" I'm coming," said Aly joyfully ; and gathering 
her white dress about her, she set out to follow the 
bright One. 

Now I saw the coloured drops of the fountain still 
clung to her and hung about her, and that though 
she moved away, the waters still went on playing 
in the air, so that I could hardly have thought 
it was the Dark River at all, but some sweet sum- 
mer stream which was among green woods and 
gay flowers. 

" And shall I follow dear Mona ?" said little Aly, 
" shall I see her again ?" 

" Yes," said the bright One, " if you will keep in. 
" the straight and painful path." 

" Then that I will do," said the little girl eagerly; 
" anything to join Mona, Anything to go where 
" dear Mona is gone ! " 

" Do not be too sure, Aly ; you have said as much 
" before, and you have failed. You may fail 
" yet." 
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Aly looked down, and hung her head. " I do not 
" think I shall fail now, for I am all alone ; and I do 
" not care for the gay flowers any more. I only 
" want to be with Mona." 

"Then come, my child," said he of the bright 
blue wings ; " come with me, and let us try whether 
" you will follow Mona or no." 

So saying, they two went away together, and they 
took the path by the river side. They kept as 
near the river as they could, for Aly said she wanted 
to be near the water which Mona had crossed ; 
and besides, Mona's silver band lay across the 
river underneath the edge, clear as silver, and Aly 
loved to look at it. It seemed to cheer her as 
she went along. I saw she talked much with the 
bright One as she went, and he looked kindly and 
calmly on her. It seemed very sad to see the little 
girl all alone, and yet it was beautiful, for she was 
so changed, so altered. She only seemed to think of 
following Mona ; and when she came to light sunny 
banks which shone by the wayside, I saw she always 
turned her head away, and looked towards the river ; 
and when she saw Mona's band of light, she was 
happy, and would not turn to look at the flowers for 
fear she should care for them too much ; and often, in 
my dream, I thought I heard her saying Mona's name 
as she walked along. Sometimes I lost sight of 
these two for awhile, and then I saw them again : 
they ever went straight on. 

" Bright One, when may I cross ? do you think I 
" shall soon ?" 

" Not yet," said the bright One. 
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" Why not? you said I might." 

" You have to stay longer, because you did not get 
" ready sooner : if you had loved the rough ways 
" more, you would have crossed with Mona." 

" But if I crossed now, why should I not get 
" across? I would not mind the cutting stones." 

*' You would sink, Aly, and never reach the other 
" side. It is all Love to you that you may not cross 
" yet. It is your Trial to see if you will bear the 
" same that Mona bore." 

" Am I like Mona, Sir, by bearing patiently the 
" rough Path, and not wishing to cross till my time 
" comes ?" 

*' Yes," said he, " you are like Mona when you do 
" that." 

" Then I love to do it, for I love to be like Mona," 
said the little girl, looking up and smiling. 

I saw she was pale and thin, and quite different to 
what she used to look. It seemed to make her happy 
when he said she was like Mona. 

It was in a twilight evening, and I saw Aly walk- 
ing alone ; she was going quickly through many 
flowers, but she never stopped to touch them. Her 
dress was pure, and her hair fell over her shoulders, 
and shone with light. I saw her eyes always 
fixed on the Dark River, which flowed beside her : 
she was silent; her face was pale and sad, yet 
there was peace upon her brow. She did not look 
as Mona did. Mona always looked calm, and 
happy, and Arm; but Aly was sad, and her step 
often trembled. And I saw, whenever she saw lovely 
flowers, the colour come up in her pale face, and she 
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would give a start, and move away among the rough 
stones, fixing her eye on the river, and would say 
" Mona." Poor child ! she tried to be like Mona : it 
was hard for her ; she was not born to be alone. Her 
feet so tender, and her spirit so weak, she had none 
to lean on now, none to tell her sorrows to, no 
breast to lean on when she was tired, no figure to 
follow when she had strayed. She was not born to 
be alone ; she was made to be with Mona. But so 
it was ; and she, poor child ! thought she could do 
anything to get to Mona. This evening I did not 
see the bright One with her. 

Down a bypath I saw a party of children coming, 
the same Aly had played with when she had left 
Mona before, and made the bright One grieve. Aly 
saw them coming, and tried to pass them ; she did 
not want them ; she had rather be alone, and walk on 
to the Dark River by herself: she had no wish for 
play. 

" Aly, Aly !" cried the children, " stop." 
" I do not want to come; I had rather walk 
" alone." 

" But we would have you come up this path with 
" us as you used to do, Aly ;" and they tried to 
push her out of the way she was walking in. 

Then did the little girl turn pale with fright, and 
looked for her bright protector; but he was gone. 
Mona would not have been frightened ; she would 
have walked boldly on, she was so bold. But little 
Aly was weak, and easily frightened, and had not led 
a life to make her fit to bear it. 

" Do not hurt me," she said ; " do not hurt me ! 
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" Let me walk on in peace ; I am going to Mona. 
" Let me go." 

" And where's Mona ?" said they. 
" Across the Dark River which flows yonder." 
"We will walk with you," said they laughing, 
" and be your companions in your journey." 

" I had rather be alone. I want to think of 
" Mona, and I cannot think if you are with me ; 
" and I wish to keep my silver cord unbroken, and I 
" cannot do so if you are with me." 

Then I saw these children whisper together, 
and their faces looked full of unkindness, as if they 
would do Aly harm. I saw that all their garments 
were stained and defiled, and their threads were 
snapped asunder. 

" If you will go to Mona," said they, " and will 
" not come with us, you shall go by force ; and we 
" will take you to the Dark River at once." And 
they looked fierce and cruel at little Aly : she trem- 
bled much. 

" I am not fit to go yet ; I cannot cross yet. Do 
" not be so cruel." 

" I thought you wished to go," said they, laughing. 
" I know I wish to go, but not yet — not directly." 
And she turned towards the Dark River, and her 
eye looked frightened. " Let me go. I do not want 
" you. I will not disturb you, only leave me to 
" walk alone to meet dear Mona." 

" Come with us, and we will take you," said 
they. 

So saying, they led her by force down to the river's 
bank. 



I 
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" Is there none to help me?" said little Aly, cry- 
ing bitterly. " I am not fit to go across the stream. 
" My silver thread is not strong enough to bear me 
" up, and my feet are too tender for the cutting 
" stones. I have not used them enough to them 
" before." 

" Will you go with us down the dark path of the 
" wilderness then?" said they. " Say you will, and 
" we will let you go." 

Now I saw Aly seemed in doubt what to say ; she 
looked at the river, and shrunk back from its broad, 
cold, dark water. She looked around at the wilder- 
ness, and thought awhile. 

" Go with you — go with you to the dark paths ? 
" No ! that 1 will not. Mona told me not ; and I 
" will do what Mona said. I said I would when she 
" left me : I promised her I would, and I will." 

Her mind was made up, though it was a hard 
struggle. They dragged her close to the water's edge. 

" Oh, my sister had one with her to her last need, 
" and I am left alone ; but I deserve it all, for I have 
" never got ready for it. Yet I have lately ; I have 
" done my best, and walked along the narrow way, 
" and kept my garment spotless. Bright, dear blessed 
" One, have you left me V 9 Her feet touched the 
cold dark water, she shrunk back — " Oh, how icy 
" cold ! Stop, stop ! I will go with you !" and she 
drew back to the bank. " I will go with you ; I 
" cannot bear it !" I looked at the water, and saw 
the bright band of Mona shining very brilliantly be- 
neath the water's edge ; and I thought the waters 
began again to play up into the same beautiful foun- 

E 
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tain they had played before, and looked like Mona's 
figure. " There's Mona ! she calls me, she calls me ! 
" I must go — I will go. I cannot go with you. 
" Mona, Mona, wait, and I will come !" 

So spoke the poor child. Her face was pale and 
frightened, and her eyes were wild. Again they 
dragged her to the water's edge, again the cold wave 
touched her ; but she kept her eyes on the beautiful 
fountain, and she forgot the icy coldness as she sunk 
into the water. She put out her arms, and thought 
she had hold of her sister, for she touched the foun- 
tain. She thought she had hold of Mona, but it was 
only the water, the coloured water in the likeness of 
Mona. She struggled hard and long, and she struggled 
alone. The bright One did not seem to me to come 
to help her. I heard her call him. I thought he must 
be near, for she became so composed and calm, and 
folded her thin arms on her breast as if she was satis- 
fied ; so I thought he must have spoken some kind 
word to cheer her passing soul. The children stood 
gazing on the bank, and seemed frightened at what 
they had done. But she could not come back, the 
water was fast drawing her on. Poor Aly ! her end 
was not like Mona's. The last I saw of her face was 
as she cast her sad weeping eye on the opposite bank, 
as if she saw something which cheered her. Was it 
Mona's spirit come to comfort her, or the bright 
One come back again ? 

She was gone, quite gone ; and the water flowed on 
as before — the Dark River. Her band of light shone 
across where she had passed, fainter and paler than 
Mona's, but there they were both together. I often 
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looked at the wilderness, and the paths which led 
to the Dark River ; and when I looked at it, I 
thought of the little girls whose figures I had so 
often watched and loved. But I saw them no more. 
They were among the blue hills : they had reached 
the other side, and I do not doubt their bright 
Ones walked with them by the Rivers of water, 
and the Flowers which never die. And Mona stood 
in the fulness of Light which she had so often seen 
in the distance, and little Aly loved the sweet 
Flowers, which are fairer far than the blossoms of 
the Wilderness. 



E 2 



64 THE DARK RIVER. 



CHAPTER IV. 



' Once more in my dream I looked up the paths of 
the wilderness ; a woman, a young woman and an 
infant in her arms, was walking down towards the 
River, She was very young, and her whole attention 
was given to the little one she bore. The thin 
shadowy Form of a bright Being followed her, and 
others seemed now and then to fill the air around 
her ; and I especially noticed that when she laid 
down her little one to sleep awhile amid the soft 
grass, a band of thin airy Forms seemed to hover 
over it, and to settle calmly down above where the 
infant slept. Her whole attention was absorbed in 
this child ; she seemed to have no idea of the sable 
water, though she might often have seen it through 
the boughs of the tree. She danced and sung to her 
little one : when it slept she watched it ; when it 
awoke she would talk to it for hours. I noticed her 
silver thread was often tangled, sadly tangled; she 
heeded it not, her child was all she cared for : she 
seemed made for sunshine. She was fair to look 
upon, and her heart was ever gay and glad. Nothing 
went ill with her, at least nothing seemed to her to go 
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ill with her. She ever chose the sunniest, softest 
paths, and she always found them. The bright 
Being who followed her was seldom visible, and very 
dimly when he was, though round her child there 
were always Forms hovering, which stood out clearly 
in the air. 

While she was on her way, some figures quickly 
passed her, going down to the river. 

" Whither away so fast?" said she blithely. 

" To the river, the river !" said they. " And you 
" seem on the same errand." 

"Not I: I and my merry child have no such 
thought ;" and she pressed her laughing little one to 
her bosom. 

An elder one of the party looked gravely as she 
spoke. 

"Many's the laughing eye and rosy cheek that 
" have been quenched in yonder stream." 

" Time for that yet," said she, " for me and mine. 
" Baby, baby !" cried the happy mother, " did they 
" mean you should go to the Dark River ? I never 
" could go on without you. No, no ; that were a 
" mad tale." And she laughed aloud, and covered 
her child with flowers. 

She loved her child, and when it was daylight she 
would lay it on banks of sunny flowers, and gaze on 
it as if her soul was wrapped up in it ; and at night 
would press it to her bosom, and guard it from the 
cold of the desert. It was a fair child, and laughed 
when she was merry, and cried when she was sad. 
But I saw that when she was so thinking of her child, 
no bright Form came out beside her; she made 
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the child all, and it became all; she had nothing 
else. I watched her on her journey down many 
paths of the wilderness ; she drew nearer to the Dark 
River, though she always shrunk from it when she 
saw it. 

I lost sight of her for a while, and looking 
again, I saw her alone; the child was gone, her 
bosom was empty, and her arms folded though they 
held nothing. She was standing by the shore, the 
waters were calm, and seemed just to have parted 
and closed again, I could not see over what; a 
small bright band of light was glancing beneath her 
face. Her eyes were fixed intently upon it. She 
had no flowers in her bosom ; her hair was all un- 
loosed. She did not smile nor weep, she only gazed 
on the little shining band ; she danced no more, nor 
8 ling her wild bright songs I used to hear. Nor did 
she speak. Who should she sing to now, and who 
would smile to hear her speak ? There was no one 
near, she stood alone ; a few withered blossoms her 
child had worn were lying at her feet. I saw beside 
her the Form of the Being I had seen with her before. 
I never saw him so clearly. 

" Your child has gone before you, Leila," said the 
voice ; " you must learn to follow." 

" And live alone ?" said she wildly. 

" With the band of light," said the other. 

" Hence," said she, " hence, scoffer, I will not hear 
" you," and she threw her arms out to the water, 
and cried in an agony of grief. 

The bright Being gradually faded away, and the 
sky grew darker and darker, and she was quite alone. 
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Child, child of my youth ! child who slept last 

night on my aching breast, where are you now ? 

" Come back, come back from the Dark River ! it 

" cannot, shall not hold you from your mother's 

" Love !" 

As she spoke, I saw the light of its track grow 
fainter and dimmer, till it could scarce be seen 
at all ; she strained her eyes to see it, but in vain ; it 
seemed to go more out as she looked after it ; she 
tore her hair, and threw it on the waters, and giving 
one last look at the stream, she turned back to the 
desert alone, and weeping. How far she went, 
and how long she wandered, I could not tell ; I did 
not see. 

I saw her again some time after ; she was still 
alone, wandering listlessly on ; she sang wild songs 
to herself, and wove dead flowers, which she scattered 
again on the path of the wilderness. Her back was 
always turned to the Dark River. She would not 
see it, though the light of her infant's passage still 
gleamed faintly forth. One met her, a winged One, 
whose eye was fixed in sternness on her. 

" Whither now ?" said he. " Away from the Dark 
" River ? Turn, and retrace your steps." 

She turned hurriedly, for the moment startled, and 
saw the light in the water: it shone out brightly, 
one bright gleam of light. She looked at it with a 
sickly look, and again turned away. 

" My child," said she, " we are parted for ever." 

" Not for ever," said the same stern voice, " un- 
" less you will have it so." 

She coldly laughed. 

L_ 
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I saw her again. A large company were with 
her, and she was gay among the gay. She laughed 
merrily with the merry, and seemed to have forgotten 
the hand of light and the Dark River. Yet there 
was a look of sorrow upon her hrow, which never 
left her. The travellers she was with plainly had 
never thought of the Dark River, and were only 
concerned with the wilderness they were in. They 
were for dwelling there, and making it their home. 
No bright faces were around them ; dark Beings 
occasionally came out in the air, and seemed to be 
their companions. 

Now I noticed this difference with those who were 
here to any others hitherto. They were determined 
to see nothing of the Dark River, nay, to live as if 
it were not. All the others saw it, and strove to 
shun it awhile, or prepared to cross it. But these 
were for altogether putting it aside. One of the com- 
pany proposed that one of them should take a far 
journey to certain distant hills, where were waters 
which would make them forget the Dark River. 

" I will go," said Leila ; " I will go to the hills 
"for the waters of forgetfulness." 

" It is a far journey," said another, " and full of 
" dangers." 

"Anything to forget, anything to forget!" said 
she who had loved her child. 

"And we will strive to have a dwelling in the 
" wilderness which shall not pass away," said they. 

She set off alone on her journey. Her dress was 
disordered as ever, and the withered flowers of her 
child still were bound around her brow. She had 
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travelled far through the path, and being weary sat 
down to rest ; dark shadows hung over her, and she 
did not see where she was. She slept, and in 
her sleep she dreamt of her child. Kind voices 
seemed to warn her, and stern tones to rebuke her. 
She woke with a start. The Dark River rolled 
before her, as if it were close beneath her feet. The 
waters were heavy, but the mists had cleaned away. 
Her child's band of light shone like starlight across it. 
She saw it, and she wept. 

" My child," said Leila bitterly, " parted for 
"ever!" 

" Not for ever," said the same Being ; and one 
stood before her radiant in light, yet stern and 
sorrowful. " Not for ever ; there is yet hope." 

" Hope," cried Leila, " of what ?" 

" Of meeting your child." 

" Never !" cried she, and laughed aloud. 

" See you yon fair light?" said he, pointing to the 
band across the stream. 

" I see it ; it is my child's." 

"It is: it shines clearly now; each day it will 
" shine less clear, and your Hope will become fainter 
" as it becomes fainter, till at last — '* 

"At last, what?" cried Leila with wild agony, 
and started up. 

" At last you will be past hope." 

" That's what I am ; what I have been since he 
" crossed the water. I loved him, oh, too madly 
" well ! I loved him as the warm sun loves the 
" flowers of the hill it nourishes. I loved him, 
" bright One, as mothers can sometimes love. He 
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" was all to me. T told him he should never leave 
" me, and he did. I am left alone, and I give up 
" all : all is lost ; no hope now for me." 

" Silence," said he ; " see, your light is growing 
" paler ; your wild Despair does more than anything 

to separate you for ever. You may have more 

communion with him than you have had yet. 

Stay your mad journey. You can't find those 
" waters, and if you do, they are of no avail. You 
" must go, you must cross that stream." 

" Kind Being," said she, " who art thou who so 
" cares for me, one lost as I ?" 

" I am horn to love you, Leila. It is my life to 
" go with you ; go where you will I must follow you, 
" and be with you to the last ; only my voice 
" must grow weaker as the band of light grows 
•' fainter." 

Leila was thoughtful a moment. 

" I think I will follow thee," said she. He turned 
to go, she followed his step. The road became hard 
and rough. It was painful. " I will keep my eyes 
" on yonder light," said she, " that will bear me up." 
Gradually the blessed Form vanished. 

I saw her silver thread was not entirely broken, 
though thin as gossamer. The Path became more 
rugged and painful ; yet I saw the band of light 
on the water shone clear as crystal. " I will go on ; 
" there is yet hope." 

I lost her for awhile. I looked again, she 
had turned back, and was toiling up the hill after 
the waters of Forgetfulness. The Dark River was 
out of . sight : heavy sullen mists rose between her 



and it ; and shadows of hills which rose higher and 
higher above her head. 

" I am nearer it now," said she to herself ; " the 
" well where all is forgotten." 

" Not all ! " said the Being, who rose in faint 
pale light before her. " Not all ; you cannot forget 
" all." 

" Ah ! " said she ; " have you found me again ? 
" Still with me, stern voice ! " 

" I must, Leila, till all hope is past." 

" And is not that past yet ? I have lived in plea- 
" sure and mad gaiety, and forgotten all. Is not hope 
" gone yet ? " 

" Not yet, unhappy one ! " said the plaintive 
voice, " or I would not speak with thee; It will 
" soon be gone. Till then thy lot is mine, Leila; 
" and go where you will, I must follow you." 

I thought the voice was unutterably sad, yet stern 
and very faint ; and the Being himself shone most 
palely, like a form by moonlight. 

" Your voice touches me again," said she ; " it is 
" like my child's. I would obey thee, but there is 
" that within me says I cannot." 

" You will not," said the voice. 

Again the Dark River appeared, rolling on amid 
the rocks, and still the faint streak of light across it ; 
the Being pointed to it, and the light seemed to 
catch on Leila's silver bond, and shot a glow along it. 
I followed her eye as it rested a moment on the stream, 
and she seemed to hesitate ; it was but a moment. 

In a dark deep cavern of the rocks lay a well 
of black water, oozing up; it was so deep and 
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dark amid the shadows of the midnight hills, that 
not a ray of light played upon its dusky sur- 
face, and shadows of all unsightly things flitted 
along under overhanging crags ; while over head 
the sharp rims of the ragged mountains seemed 
piercing higher and higher into the sky. The well 
seemed fathomless, and its waters seemed connected 
with the Dark River. An evil Being kept it, and 
sold its waters to those who could reach the brink ; 
a hideous One, who ever sat bending over the surface, 
waiting to ruin travellers. Leila came near the 
cavern ; she sat down on the edge of the rock. 

On the ground lay scattered the remains of broken 
vessels, which poor mistaken travellers had brought 
to carry away the waters of the rock. But it did not 
teach the rest ; others still came, and would not 
learn that the waters might not be taken away ; and 
if they were, that they could not blot out the path of 
the wilderness, or hide the stream of the Dark River. 
Leila sat down beneath the rock, and folded her 
arms on her breast, but she did not weep nor speak ; 
she fixed her eyes on the Form that stood before her. 
She seemed to hesitate — something thin as air passed 
before her eyes, and a Hand seemed to touch her. 
She knew it was the Blessed One ; but he did not 
speak. She fancied she could see his eye, which 
looked sorrowful — deeply sorrowful — and looked 
at her : such sorrow Leila never saw before ; and 
there was love with it, one faint ray of love — it 
was like the last. His finger pointed to the 
Dark River ; her eye followed it ; it was where the 
streak of light of her child still shone, but fainter 
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than any light she ever saw. She saw it through 
the long line of rocks — a little point, which seemed 
to have dwindled into nothing : like the evening star 
at the end of a long cavern. She lingered one 
moment ; it was only a moment ; and in that mo- 
ment the Form of the Being was gone, and the 
light on the Dark River, all gone — for ever! No- 
thing left to Leila's eye, save the hideous One, who 
guarded the shadowy waters and the River without 
a ray. 

She started from the plain where she sat, and 
flung her arms wildly in the air. She shed no tear, 
nor sighed. " All lost," said she ; " my child — the 
" Blessed One — all gone — for ever ! " 

" For ever ! " said the echo among the hills. 

She rose to go. 

" Traveller," said the evil One ; " what came you 
"for?" 

" I had forgot," said she ; " I came for the water, 
" and was going without it." 

She held out her hand to take the cup he offered. 
When she touched it, it was as though something 
thrilled through her frame. It fell from her 
hand. 

" Away, vile cup ! " said she, throwing it from 
her. 

The Being laughed loud and scornfully, and a 
bitter smile played round his lips. Leila rushed 
from the spot ; she took the path which turned 
away from the waters — the same path she had taken 
before. But it was easy now ; no roughness in the 
road ; nor was it as dark as it had been ; but dull, 
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heavy, shadowy lights hang over it, which showed 
her her way. 

No voice spoke to Leila. No Being met her. 
She walked on in solitude. She looked towards the 
Dark River ; hut not a ray on the wave nor a sparkle 
on the hank. She tried to hurry through the path, 
and forget herself; hut she could not; thoughts of 
the past would crowd upon her. She listened to 
every sound: the dead leaves rustled hy her, hut 
they rustled not for her. She thought the echo of 
the wind was a voice to her ; hut when she listened 
there was silence. She could not help hoping the 
bright One would come back. She looked towards 
the river. She thought his footsteps might come up 
from thence ; but no ! the Dark River rolled heavily 
on in its way without a sound. 

She had walked far ; she knew not how far ; and 
she was weary. She laid down to rest. The shadows 
of evening were drawing around her, and the outline 
of the hills were shut out by the coming darkness. 
She still slept, and dreamt wildly. She awoke with 
a start : the morning had broken over the distance. 
The darkness no longer hung where Leila was. She 
started when she saw the Dark River rolling close 
beneath her feet. " The River," said she ; " and so 
" soon — to cross it now ! Oh, for one sight of my 
" child's band of light ; one ray to light me there ! " 
But there was none. She touched the stream ; it 
was cold as ice to her touch ; she shrunk back. She 
turned her sickened face away. The darkness on 
the other side was so thick, she could scarcely see 
the form of the banks which were there. The waves 
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blew up cold and boisterous. One seemed to lead 
her down ; the waters gathered round her, and she 
sunk beneath them. 

" Child of my comfort," cried Leila, " I com- 
" forted thee in thy passage ; may you not be with 
" me now ? Bright One, however angry, who so 
" long bore with me, will you not come out to me 
" now ? But one look of thy stern eye, to reprove, 
" if not to comfort me." But none answered or 
spoke. " I will turn back ; back to the path of the 
" wilderness ; back to the desert. But one trial 
" more ; but one ! " 

None answered to her voice; her day was past. 
She was led on, whether she would or not; she 
could not then draw back. 

" No hope ! " cried Leila. 

" No hope ! " echoed a voice from the other side. 
" No hope ! " 
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Lectures. — 8. Bird's Nest, and other Tales. — 9. Counsels for Young Females. 
— 10. Fabulous Stories. — 11. Stories on the Lord's Prayer, by the author of 
" Amy Herbert." — 12. Story of St. Christopher. — 13. The Redbreast, and other 
Tales. 



SECOND 

1. The Two Dogs. 

2. Ask Mama. 

3. George Hengrove. 

4. Faith, Hope, and Charity. 

5. Susan Harvey: Confirmation. 

6. The Seasons. 



SBRIXS. 

7. Life of Kettle well. &c. 

8. The Valley of Almeria. 

9. The Story of Eustace. 

10. Palestine. 

11. King Edwin and Northumbrian 

12. Poor Anthony. 

13. A Day at East Aston School. 



SQUARE STORY BOOKS, &o. 
In coloured Wrappers and gilt edges, with illustrations. 



1. THE DOVE, 6d. 

2. THE CHERRIES, &C.,6d. 

3. THE WREN. 6d. 

4. THE NIGHTINGALE, 6d. 

5. THE CANARY BIRD, 6d. 

6. THE KING AND THE WOOD- 

MAN, 6d. 

7. THE ROSE BUSH, 64. 

8. THE RED AND WHITE 

ROSES, 6<*. 



9. FOUR HOLIDAY TALES. 
Is. 6d. (Gresley.) 

10. GOTTFRIED; or, the Her- 

mitage, 1*. 

11. ISAAC PINCHPENNY, 6c*. 

12. HENRY OF EICHENFELS, 6d. 
18. TRAVELS & SKETCHES, 6d. 

14. AGNES AND CLEMENT, id. 

15. COUNTRY CHURCHES, 4d. 

16. THE MONTHS, id. 



STORIES OF COTTAGERS. By 
the Rev. E. Monro, M.A., Perpetual 
Curate of Harrow- Weald, id. each. 
With Engravings. 1. Mary Cooper. 
2. The Cottage in the Lane. 3. The 



Drunkard's Boy. 4. Annie's Grave. 
5. Robert Lee. 6. The Railroad Boy. 
Or in a Vol. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

STORIES ON THE FIRST FOUR 
COMMANDMENTS. 84. with Cuts. 
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SMALL QUARTO LIBRARY ; 

Handsomely printed in super-royal 16mo. -with Illustrations, suited for 

Presents, &c. 

I. — dTibe Calw of <©Ur €imt. 6s. 

Or separately, as follows :— 

GENOVEVA. (Schmid.) 2*. 6d. SHEPHERD OP THE GIANT 
MOUNTAINS. (Fouque.) U. THE KNIGHT AND THE EN- 
CHANTERS. (Fouque.) It. THE STREAM. (Author of " Ivo and 
Verena.") 1*. THE CASTLE ON THE ROCK. (By the same.) It. 

n.— jfolloto filt; 

An Allegory from the German. By C. E. H. of Morwenstow. 
With Frontispiece from Overbeck. It. cloth, 

III.— CJe Vittin iHartgr. 

Designs by PickersgUl. Second Edition, improved. St. 

IV.— Jbcenee from iFouQiie'0 Jbmtram. 

With Illustrative Designs. 6s. 

V.— C5« ISooft of <&Rr Ntttftrs Cato. 



DEVOTIONAL BOOKS FROM FOREIGN AUTHORS. 

1. A GUIDE FOR PASSING LENT HOLILY. By Avrillon. Fcap. 
cloth. Witb Frontispiece. 2d edit. Is. 

2. THE FOUNDATIONS OF THE SPIRITUAL LIFE. (A Commentary 
on Thomas a Kempis.) By Surin. With Frontispiece. 4t.6d. 

3. A GUIDE TO PASSING ADVENT HOLILY. By Avrillon. 6«. 

4. THE YEAR OF AFFECTIONS. By Avrillon. 6s. 6d. 

Edited and adapted to the use of the English Church, by the 

Rev. E. B. Pinky, D.D. 

Preparing for Publication. 
4. THE LIFE HID WITH CHRIST IN GOD. By Boudon. 



Fourth Edition. 

SERMONS. 

By Hkkrt Edward Manning, M.A. Archdeacon of Chichester. 

8vo. 10«. 6d. 
(A Second Volume is in the Press.) 



HOLY BAPTISM. 

The Offices of Baptism, according to the Use of the English Church ; with 
Select Passages, Meditations, and Prayers, from the Fathers and Old 
Divines. Royal 32mo. with border ornaments, &c. Suited as a present to 
baptized children, catechumens, and parents and sponsors, with Preface 
by Abchdbacon Mannimg. 3*. cloth, St. 6d. morocco. Also, kept in 
white vellum, with clasp, &c. 

PRAYERS & COLLECTS FOR DOMESTIC WORSHIP. 

Fcap. 8vo. cloth, gilt edges, 1*. 6d. 
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A SERIES OF 

CHEAP PUBLICATIONS, ADAPTED FOR POPULAR READING; 
Suited for Presents, Class-Books, Lending Libraries, $c. $-c. 



The First Series of this Work is now complete, in 26 vols., and may be had 

as a set, at the subjoined prices : — 

Round in cloth, lettered £4 7 s 

Half-bound morocco, gilt edges 6 3 

Full-bound calf, neat 7 14 6 

Full-bound morocco, neat M 8 10 

The Volumes may also be had separately, in the three bindings: hf.-bd. mor. 
\s.6d. per voL ; calf, 2s.6d. ; full mor. 3s.6d. above the price in cloth. 

The following are the Subjects and Authors : — 



1. CLEMENT WALTON. (Rev. 
W. Gresley.) 8*. 6d. 

2. SCRIPTURE HISTORY : Old 
Tkst. (Dr. Howard.) 3*. 

3. Bp. Patrick's PARABLE of 
the PILGRIM. (Edited by Cham- 
berlain.) 2*. 6d. 

4. A HELP to KNOWLEDGE. 
(Rev. T. Chamberlain.) 2s. 

&. ECCLESIASTICAL HISTORY. 
(Rev. W. Palmer.) 4s. 6d. 

6. The PRACTICE of DIVINE 
LOVE. (Bishop Ken.) 2s. 

7. The LORD'S PRAYER. (Rev. 
R. Anderson.) 2s. 

8. THE EARLY ENGLISH 
CHURCH. (Rev. E.Churton.)4*.6<*. 

9. TALES OF THE VILLAGE. 
Vol.1. (Rev. F. E.Paeet.) 3*. 

10. CHRISTIAN MORALS. (Rev. 
W.Sewell.) 5*. 

11. Sherlock on PUBLIC WOR- 
SHIP. (Edited by MelvilU 3«. 

12. The FIVE EMPIRES. (Arch- 
deacon R. I. Wilberforce.) St. 6d. 

13. The SIEGE of LICHFIELD. 
(Rev. W. Gresley.) As. 

14. SCRIPTURE HISTORY : 
NkwTest. (Dr. Howard.) 3*. 

15. CHARLES LEVER. (Rev. 
W. Gresley.) 3s. 6d. 

(Second Series.) 

27. A HISTORY of the AMERICAN CHURCH. By Archdeacon Wil- 
berforce. 6s. With Map, and Table of Bishops. 

28. MONKS AND MONASTERIES. By the Rev. Samuel Fox. 5#. 

29. DEODATUS, or the MARTYR OF CARTHAGE. By the Rev. 
E. Wilson. Is. 6d. 

30. A HISTORY of the IRISH CHURCH. By the Rev. W. G. Todd. 
(Nearly ready. ) 



16. TALES of the VILLAGE. 
Vol. IL (Rev. F. E. Paget.) 3*. Bd. 

17. The ART OF CONTENT- 
MENT. (Edited by Pridden.) 8*. 

18. TALES OF THE VILLAGE. 
Vol. III. (Rev. F. E. Paget.) 8#. 6d. 

19. The FOREST of ARDEN. 
(Rev. W. Gresley.) 4#. 

20. RUTILIUS; or, Stories of the 
Third Age. (Archdn. R. I. Wilber- 
force.) 4*. 

21. A HISTORY of the ENGLISH 
REFORMATION. (Rev. F. C. Mas- 
singberd.) 5s. 

22. LIVES of EMINENT ENG- 
LISH LAYMEN, containing Lord 
Falkland, Izaak Walton, and Robert 
Nelson. (Rev. W. H. Teale.) 4*. 6d. 
or in three separate parts for Lending 
Libraries, 5*. 6d. 

23. SELECTED LETTERS ; (edit- 
ed by Rev. T. Chamberlain.) 4*. 

24. CHURCH CLAVERING, or the 
Schoolmaster. (Rev. W. Gresley.) 4*. 

25. A VISIT to the EAST. (Rev. 
H. Forrany.) With numerous Illustra- 
tions from original Drawings. 7s. 

26. AUSTRALIA; its History and 
present Condition. (Rev. W. Prid- 
den, M.A.) 5*. 



=£: 
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THE BIRTH-DAY; 

By the Author of " Gideon," " Josiah," &c. 
Second and cheaper Edition, price S«. 6d. cloth. 



JUVENILE ENGLISHMAN'S LIBRARY. 
Under the superintendence of the Rev. F. £. Paget, M. A. 

Vol. I. TALES OF THE VILLAGE CHILDREN. First Series. By the 
Editor. 2s. 6d. 

Vol. II. THE HOPE OF THE KATZEKOPFS, a Fairy Tale. 2s.6d. 

Vol. III. HENRI DE CLERMONT, a Tale of the Royalists of La Vendee. 
By the Rev. W. Gresley. 2s. 

Vol. IV. SPINDLER'S " S. SYLVESTER'S EVE," and other Tales, 
Is. 6d. 

Vol. V. TALES OF THE VILLAGE CHILDREN. Second Series. 2s. 6d. 

Vol. VI. SKETCHES OF CHRISTIAN HEROISM. By Rev. J. M. 
Nkale. 2a. 

Vol. VII. EARLY FRIENDSHIP; or, the Two Catechumens. 1*. 6d. 

Vol. VIII. THE SWEDISH BROTHERS; a Northern Tale. \s.6d. 



SACRED MUSIC; 

Selected from the Compositions of Tte, Tallxs, Gibbons, Ravxnscroft, 
&c, and adapted to portions of the different Versions of the Book of Psalms ; 
with a Preface on the Music of the English Church. This volume contains 
several short hut excellent compositions by old Masters, hitherto little known, 
suited for Schools and Churches, many of which may be used as Anthems. 
4to. cloth. 12*. 

N.B. The above it the only work in which the old tune* are reprinted with 
the harmonies as originally composed. 



GREGORIAN & OTHER ECCLESIASTICAL CHANTS, 

Adapted to the Psalter and Canticles, as pointed to be Sung 

in Churches. 2*. 6d. 

This Work contains— 1. The Eight Gregorian Tones, with their several 
endings ; 2. A variety of the same Tones harmonised for four voices, but so 
as to preserve unaltered the original melodies; 3. Miscellaneous Chants; 
4. The Versicles and Responses from Tallis' Cathedral Service. An allow- 
ance made to Clergymen purchasing quantities. 



THE PSALTER AND CANTICLES POINTED FOR 

CHANTING, 

A new pocket edition, to which are now prefixed the " Gregorian Chants,'* 
with suggestions as to the proper Chants to he sung to the various Psalms 

Price 2s. cloth. With allowance to Clergymen and Choirs. 

The Canticles and Athanasian Creed alone, price 2d, 
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BOOKS PUBLI8HED BY JAMES BURKS, 



Jiefo 2fouts, fcc. 



A LETTER ON CONFIRMA- 
TION, addressed by an English Priest 
to his Flock. 6d. or 5*. per dozen. 
*«* This will be found a very plain 

and useful tract for distribution. 

8ELF-EXAMINATION A DAILY 
DUTY. 2d., or 14#. per 100. 

AN ADDRESS TO CONGREGA- 
TIONS of the CHURCH OF ENG- 
LAND, on the DEVOTIONAL USE 
of the CHURCH SERY1CE. It. 6d. 
per 100. 

ON BAPTISM. By Rev. W. Dods- 
worth. 2d., or \2s. per 100. 

AN ADDRESS to GODFATHERS 
and GODMOTHERS. (By the same.) 
3s. per 100. 

A FEW REASONS WHY 
CHURCHMEN OUGHT TO KEEP 
THE FESTIVALS AND FASTS, 
(with a Calendar.) Id., or Is. per 100. 

THE TRIAL OF DISSENT. Se- 
lect Tracts for popular reading. 8vo. 

CONFIRMATION and COMMU- 
NION. 4rf., or 3*. 6d. per dozen. 

The GOSPEL according to the Pen- 
tecostal pattern. 2d., or 14«. per 100. 

THE OFFICE AND DUTIES OF 
GODPARENTS. Id. 

AN ACT OF HUMILIATION 
FOR PREVAILING SINS. 2d., or 
14*. per 100. 

JUDGE NOT. 2d. 

HOW SHALL I UNDERSTAND 
THE BIBLE? 44.. or 28*. per 100. 

A PLAIN TRACT on CONFIR- 
MATION. (From Bp. Wilson.) l|d., 
or 10*. 6d. per 100. 



A PLAIN TRACT on The LORD'S 
SUPPER. (From the same.) \d. t or 
Is. per 1 00. 

A PLAIN EXPOSITION of the 
CHURCH CATECHISM, for Country 
Schools, &c. id., or 21*. per 100. 

THE NATURE and BENEFITS 
of HOLY BAPTISM. By Rev. F. 
Garden. 6d., or 5s. per dozen. 

FLEE FORNICATION. 2d., or 
14*. per 100. 

CHRISTIAN UNITY. By the 
Rev. H. W. Wilbxrjtorck. New 
Edition. Zd. or 21*. per 100. 

PLAIN WORDS FOR PLAIN 
PEOPLE, on the present Dissensions 
in the Church. 2d., or 14*. per 100. 

SONGS AND BALLADS FOR 
THE PEOPLE. By the Rer. J. M. 
Nxalx. 3d., or 21*. per 100. 

THE MORAL EFFECTS OF RI- 
TUAL IRREGULARITY. 4d., or 
28*. per 100. By post, 6d. 

THE SMUGGLER WARNED. 2d. 

AN ADDRESS ON MARRIAGE 
(for parochial circulation). 3d. 

RULES FOR HOLY DYING. 
(Kettlewell.) 2d. 

KNEELING ESSENTIAL IN 
CHRISTIAN WORSHIP. Id. 
THE WANDERER RECLAIMED, 
&c. 2d. 

VILLAGE DIALOGUES. 3d. 

THE CHRISTIAN'S DUTY OF 
WORSHIPPING GOD WITH HIS 
SUBSTANCE. 2d., or 14*. per 100. 

THE PSALMS; a Christian Ma- 
nual. 2d., or 14*. per 100. 



ON DAILY SERVICE. 



1. THE DAILY SERVICE. (From 
Manning's Sermons.) 2d., or 14*. per 
100. 

2. THE ORDER FOR MORNING 
PRAYER DAIL Y (NOT WEEKLY) 
THROUGHOUT THE YEAR, with 
some Hints on Choral Service. \\d., 
or 10*. 64. per 100. 

FOUR-PAGE TRACTS, or 

stiff 

1. Scripture Rules for Holy Living. 
— 2. Baptism and Registration. — 
3. George Herbert. — 4. Dreamland. — 
5. Songs for Labourers. — 6. Plain Di- 
rections for Prayer, with a few Forms. 
— 7. • Reasons for Daily Service. — 
8. A Tew plain Questions and Answers. 



3. THE DAILY WORSHIP OF 
GOD IN HIS SANCTUARY. An 
Address on Establishing a Daily Ser- 
vice in a Country Parish, ljjd., ox 
10*. 6d. per 100. 

4. REASONS. (See below.*) 



TRACT COVERS, printed on 

paper. 
— 9. The Glorious Company of the 
Apostles praise Thee.— 10. Morning 
and Evening Hymns. — 11. A few 
Reasons for Keeping the Fasts and 
Festivals.— 12. The Church Calendar. 

Price is. 6d. in packets of 50 each. 
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THE HISTORY OF OUR BLESSED LORD, 

In a Series of simple Poems ; with 13 coloured Pictures from the Old Masters; 
in very large type. Small 4to. 2s. t (or, with coloured plates, is. 6d.) 

HYMNS ON THE CATECHISM OF THE CHURCH 

OF ENGLAND. 

By the Author of " The Cathedral." 

Second Edition. It. bound, or 1*. 6d. stiff cloth, for Schools. 

By the same Author, 

ANCIENT HYMNS FOR CHILDREN. 

Cloth 1*.6<*. 



BERNARD LESLIE 

A Tale of the last Ten Years. Fourth Edition.— Pep. cloth, it. 6d. 

By the Rev. W. Gresley. 

By the same, 

A SHORT TREATISE ON THE ENGLISH CHURCH; 

Containing Remarks on its History, Theory, Peculiarities ; the Objections 
of Romanists andt>issenters ; its Practical Defects; its present Position ; its 
future Prospects; and the Duties of its Members. A new and cheaper 
edition, price 1*. or 10*. 6d. per dozen. 

In foolscap 8vo. 

THE FIRST VOYAGE OF RODOLPH THE VOYAGER. 

Cloth, 4s. 6d. THE SECOND VOYAGE. 6*. By the Rev. William 
Sewell, b.d. 

CHRISTIAN POLITICS; 

Uniform with " Christian Morals." By the Rev. William Sewell, B.D. 

Fcap. 8vo. 6*. cloth. 



BOOKS FOR THE SICK AND AFFLICTED. 



1. COMPANION TO THE SICK- 
ROOM, in Extracts for Reading and 
Meditation. 12mo. large type, cl. At. 

2. DEVOTIONS FOR THE SICK- 
ROOM. Uniform with the above. 4#. 
The two may be had done up toge- 
ther, price It. 64. 

3. A MANUAL FOR THE SICK, 
containing the Offices for the Visita- 
tion and Communion of the Sick, with 
Notes from Bp. Sparrow; Prayers 
for the Sick from Bp. Cosin and 
others; and Select Psalms and Hymns. 
\s. 6d. cloth, in a pocket size. (May 
be had bound in leather, with blank 
leaves.) 

4. A COMPANION FOR THE 
PENITENT AND FOR THOSE 
TROUBLED IN MIND. By the | 



Rev. John Kettlewell, sometime 
Vicar of Coleshill. New Edition, with 
Memoir. 1*. 6d. cloth. 

5. THE DOCTRINE OF THE 
CROSS EXHIBITED IN A ME- 
MORIAL OF A HUMBLE FOL- 
LOWER OF CHRIST. 2s. 6d. [The 
profits given to the New Zealand 
Bishopric] Second Edition. 

6. THOUGHTS FOR THOSE 
THAT MOURN. (From Archdeacon 
Manning's Sermons.) 1*. 64. 

7. THE PRIEST'S COMPANION 
IN THE VISITATION OF THE 
SICK. By the Rev. W. Dosswouth. 
Fcp. cloth. 2*.6d. 

8. HYMNS FOR THE SICK. 
By the Rev. J. M. Neale. Large 
type. 10d., or cloth, Is. 6d. 



14 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY JAME8 BURNS, 

gbermons. 



ANDREW ES', Bishop.— Short Parochial Sermons. 

MANNING, Archdeacon— Sermons, 8vo. Fourth Edition. 10*. 6d. 

Vol. II. in the Press. 

Thoughts for those that Mourn. (Three Sermons extracted from 

the above). 1*. 6d. 

DODSWORTH.— Discourses on the Lord's Supper. 3d Edit. 1*. 6d. cloth. 

GRESLEY.— Parochial Sermons. Is. 6d. 

WILBERFORCE, S. Archdeacon of Surrey — Miscellaneous Sermons, 
12mo. 7s. 



- Sermons before Her Majesty Queen Victoria. 2d Edit. 4s. 

WATSON, Rev. A. Cheltenham— Sermons to the Young, 18mo. 2s. 6d. 

JONES, Rev. F. — Sermons to a Village Congregation, 12mo. 6s. 

PAGET, Rev. F. E.— Sermons on Daily Duties. 6s. Gd. 

POOLE, Rev. G. A. — Sermons on the Holy Communion. 4*. 6d. 

FOWLE, Rev. F. W. — Sermons, chiefly designed to shew the practical 
working of Faith. 12mo. 6s. 



THE CHRISTIAN GENTLEMAN'S DAILY WALK. 

By Sir Archibald Eomomstome, Bart. 
A New Edition, revised and enlarged. 3*. 6d. cloth. 



TALES OF THE TOWN. 

By the Rev. H. W. Bellairb, M.A. 

I. Henry Howard. 2s. 6d. II. Ambrose Elton. Is. 

Foolscap 8vo. With Wood Engravings ; or, bound in a Vol., 5s. cloth. 



afoofo for Sbuntras Sbcjjool anK jpamtlj) Instruction. 



Easy Lessons for the Younger 
Children in Sunday Schools, adapted 
to the Church Services throughout the 
Year. Ad. or 28*. per 100. 

Questions on the above, for the use 
of Teachers. 9d. 

An English Grammar, with a First 
Lesson in Reading. Second Edition. 
2d., or 21*. per 100. 

Classified Spelling-Book. 2s. 

The Bookof Church History. U.6d. 

Selections from Wordsworth. 7 s. Gd. 

Elements of Knowledge. 3*. 6d. 

Scripture History for the Young. 
As. 

(Old and New Testament separately, 
2s. 6d. each.) 

Neale's Hymns for Children, Part I. 
and II. 3d. 'each. 



Williams's Hymns on the Cate- 
chism. 1*. 6d. 

Chamberlain's Help to Knowledge. 
2*. 

Bp. Ken on the Catechism. 2s. 

The Five Empires ; a Compendium 
of Ancient History. 3s. Gd. 

Selected Letters. 4s. 

Howard's Old and New Testament 
History, each 3*. 

The Book of Poetry. 1*. 6d. 

Lessons for every Day in the Week, 
with Hymns. 3d. or 2 Is. per 100. 

Companion to the Lessons, con- 
taining the subjects expanded, for the 
use of the Teacher. 18mo. 1*. 3d. 

What we are to believe : Lessons on 
the Creed. 1*. Gd. 

The Te Deum. 6d. 
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CHURCH POETRY; 
OR, CHRISTIAN THOUGHTS IN OLD AND MODERN VERSE. 

18mo. Second Edition. 4*. 

DAYS AND SEASONS; being a Second Series of the above. 

4*. 6d. 

ABBEY CHURCH; OR, SELF-CONTROL AND 
SELF-CONCEIT. Fcap. 4*. 6d. 

WORKS BY THE AUTHOR OF THE " FAIRY BOWER." 

5. Robert Marshall, id. \ or bound 



1. The Fairy Bower. 2d Edit. 6*. 

2. The Lost Brooch. 2 vols. 10*. 64. 
S. Bessie Gray. 1*. 

4. Louisa, or the Bride. 6*. 



6. The Stanley Ghost. 4d.\ together, 

7. The Old Bridge. Ad. ) is. 6d. 



SONGS AND HYMNS FOR THE NURSERY. 

The Airs by the Author of the " Fairy Bower." The Words of the Songs 

chiefly from " THE DAISY." 

In Two Parts, price 2s. 6d. each, or the whole bound in handsome 
a cloth, price 5s. 6d. 

ENGLISH CHURCHWOMEN OF THE 17th CENTURY. 

Fcap. 5*. 



CATECHETICAL WORKS. 



1. THE CHURCH CATECHISM; 
with Prayers for Morning and Even- 
ing, Hymns, and an Explanation of 
Words, lid. 

2. THE CHURCH CATECHISM, 
newly broken into Short Questions 
for the Use of Catechists. 2d. 

*«* A liberal allowance is made on 
these Catechisms for the use of 
Schools. 

8. HEADS of CATECHETICAL 
INSTRUCTION. l|tf. f or 10*. per 
100. 

4. A PLAIN EXPOSITION of the 
CATECHISM, for Country Schools. 
3d., or 21*. per 100. 

5. ELEMENTS of KNOWLEDGE, 
in question and answer. With En- 
gravings. 3*. 64. cloth. 

6. BEAVEN'S HELP to CATE- 
CHISING. 2s. cloth. 

The same, with the Questions alone, 
1*., or 10*. 6d. per dozen, sewed. 

7. RAMSAY'S CATECHISM. 
(Dean of Edinburgh.) 2*. cloth. 

8. A PLAIN CATECHISM on the 



CHURCH. By the Rev. P. Carlyon. 
2d., or 14*. per 100. 

9. QUESTIONS on CHRISTIAN 
DOCTRINE and PRACTICE, an- 
swered by References to Scripture. 
(Rev. W. Dods worth.) Id., or 7*. per 
100. 

10. INSTRUCTIONS PREPARA- 
TORY TO ADULT BAPTISM. 3d. 

11. WATSON'S CATECHISM on 
the PRAYER-BOOK. 2*. 6d. 

12. NELSON'S INSTRUCTIONS 
on CONFIRMATION. Id., or la. 
per 100. 

13. A MANUAL OF ORAL IN- 
STRUCTION ON THE BIBLE; to 
which is added, a Glossary of Biblical 
and Theological Terms. 18mo, uni- 
form with " Beaven's Help." Cloth, 1*. 

14. FIRST LESSONS on the 



CREED. 
15. 

16. 

17. 

Nos. 1 and 2 

18. 

Id. 



2d. 



■ CALENDAR. 2d. 

■ PRAYER-BOOK. Id 
COMMANDMENTS, 
2d. 

■ The SACRAMENTS. 



16 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY JAMES BURNS, 



turns' ©afafnet Itfbrarg. 

Each Vol. Illustrated with Cuts, and bound. 



1. Richard Morton. A Village 
Tale. By the Rev. W. Priddex, 
M.A. 1*. cloth, (or sewed 6d.) 

2. A God-Parent's Gift. By the 
Rev. T. Chamberlain, M.A. Cloth 
lettered, Is. 

3. James Ford; and other Stories. 
It. (or sewed 9d.) 

4. Dialogues on the Te Deum. 6d. 

5. A Manual of Christian Doctrine. 
By the Rev. J. James, M.A. 1*. (or 
sewed, 84.) 

6. What we are to Believe. 18mo, 
cloth, Is. 6d. 

7. Conversations with Cousin Ra- 
chel. 1st Series, 2s. 

8. Ditto, Second Series, 2s. 6d. 
(Also sold separately in Four Farts, 
sewed.) 

9. The Rocky Island, and other 
Similitudes. By Archdeacon Wil- 
berforce. Price 2s. 64. 

10. Prasca Loupouloff; or, Filial 
Piety exemplified. A true Story. Is. 
cloth, (or sewed, Qd.) 

1 1. A Companion to the Fasts and 
Festivals (for the Young). 18mo, 
cloth, 3*. 

12. The Book of Anecdotes. With 
Frontispiece. Cloth, 2s. 6d. 

13. The Bet of Poetry. 2*. bound; 
or in cloth covers, ls.6d. 

14. The Book of Church History. 
Cloth, Is. 6d. 



15. Abdiel; a Tale of the Early 

Christians. With Engravings. 2s. 6d. 

Chap. I. — Amnion.— II. The Mysteries.— 
III. The Disappointment.— IV. The Jour- 
ney.— V. The Hermit.— VI. Jerusalem.— 
VII. A Jewish Family.— VIII. Jewish Wor- 
ship. — IX. The Discovery. — X. The Profes- 
sion.— XI. The Baptism.— XII. Trial.— 
XIII. The Pestilence.— XIV. Conclusion. 

16. The Life of William of Wyke- 
ham, Bishop of Winchester. By the 
Rev. John Chandler, M.A. With 
Eleven Engravings. 2s. 

17. The Life of Richard Hooker. 
Eight Vignettes. Is. 6d. cl. (sewed, I*.) 

18. First Doctrines and Early Prac- 
tice ; or, Sermons tat the Young. By 
Rev. A. Watson, S.A., Cheltenham. 
2s. 6d. (sewed, 2s.) 

19. Ivoand Verena; or, the Snow- 
drop : a Norwegian Tale. Cloth, 2s. 
(sewed, 1*. 6d.) 

20. Edward Trueman; or, False 
Impressions. Cloth, Is. 

21. Fables, Stories, and Allegories, 
18mo. A revised Collection. 2s. (id. 
cloth, with numerous Cuts. 

22. Christmas Eve; or the Story of 
Poor Anthony. 1*. 

23. A Companion to the Services of 
the Church of England, for every 
Sunday in the Year. Suited to all 
Capacities. 2 vols. 18mo. 5s. Or in 
1 vol. 4s. 

24. Christian Contentment. Cloth 
Is. 64., or sewed 1* 



CCartrs, &x. for H&fetrftmtfon. 



1. The TWO STATES; addressed 
to every one who, having been Bap- 
tised, is not a Communicant. Id., or 
7s. per 100. 

2. The CHURCH OF ENGLAND 
and the APOSTOLIC SUCCESSION. 
lid., or 10*. 6d. per 100. 

3. TEXTS for MEDITATION, 
before or during Divine Service. Id., 
or 7s. per 100. 



4. The AUTHORITY OF THE 
BIBLE and the CHURCH. 14., or 
7s. per 100. 

5. WHO SHALL DECIDE! Id. 
or 7s. per 100. 

6. HOW TO SPEND SUNDAY 
WELL. Id., or 7s. per 100. 

7. A MORNING and EVENING 
PRAYER. Id., or 7s. per 100. 



I 
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©racts on CT&rfstfan Itocttfae an* practice. 

•»• TA« price* of many of these have been reduced in late editions. 



1. The Church of Christ. Id., or 
Is. per 100. 

2. On Fasting. Id., or Is. per 100. 

3. A Word to Parents. 2d., or 14*. 
per 100. 

4. The Church Visible and Invi- 
sible. 3d. 

5. My Parishioner Cautioned. 2d., 
or 14*. per 100. 

6. The Presence of God. 2d. or 
14*. per 100. 

7. Bp.Jolly'sAddressonBaptism.Od. 

8. Examine and Communicate. 2d. 
or 14*. per 100. 

9. The Story of Old Ambrose. 8d. t 
or 21*. per 100. 

10. A Catechism on the Church, id., 
or 3*. 6d. per 100. 

11. A Few Words on Public Wor- 
ship, lid. 

12. Plain Prayesm with Directions 
how to Pray. |d., to 3*. 6d. per 100. 

18. The Creeds of the Church. 2d., 
or 14*. per 100. 

14. Evangelical Truth and Apo- 
stolical Order; a Dialogue. 2d. f or 
14*. per 100. 

15. The Christian State. 2d., or 
14*. per 100. 

16. Robert Langley and Thomas 
Mott. 3d. 

17. Scripture Dialogues. — No. X. 
On Conscience. Id., or Is. per 100. 

18. Anglo-Catholic Piety— George 
Herbert. Id., or Is. per 100. 

19. Scripture Dialogues. — No. II. 
Regeneration and Conversion. 2d., or 
14*. per 100. 

20. On Keeping the Church Festi- 
vals. Id., or 7*. per 100. 

21. Baptismal Regeneration, a Doc- 
trine of the Church of England, and 
its Practical Effects considered. 3d., 
or 21*. per 100. 

22. On the Holy Scriptures. l|d., 
or 10*. 6d. 

23. The Duty and Benefits of 
Fasting. 2d. 

24. The Providence of God. Id., or 
7*. 

25. The Death of the Righteous. 
2d., or 14*. 

26. Zeal for the House of God. id. 
IT. Plain Remarks on Baptism and 

the Registration Act. Id., or Is. 



28. Reasons for being aChurchman. 
Id., or 7*. (Or the same on a large 
sheet, for pasting up.) 

29. Prayers for the Use of Schools. 
Id., or 7*. 

30. Liberty of Conscience; or, a 
Dialogue about Church and Meeting. 
3d., or 21*. 

31. On Holy Thursday, or Ascen- 
sion Day. Id., or 7s. 

32. Prayers from the Liturgy, ar- 
ranged for Private or Family Ubo. 4d. 

33. The Guilt and Danger of Sin. 
2d., or 14*. 

34. Instructions in Confirmation. 
By Robert N elbon, Esq. Id., or Is. 

35. The Two Carpenters. 2d., or 14*. 

36. The Bliss of Heaven. Id. 

87. Man Fearfully and Wonder- 
fully Made. 2d. 

38. The Life of St. James the 
Great. 2d. 

39. Reasons against Joining a Dis- 
senting Congregation, id. 

40. The Honour of the Sanctuary. 
1|d. 

41 . The Village Feast. Id. 

42. On Absolution. 2d. 
48. Church Matters. 2d. 

44. A Word in Season (on the Sin 
of Intemperance). 2d. 

45. The Gospel Invitation. (For 
the Additional Curates' Fund.) 2d. 

46. An Address to the Parents of 
the Children at a Parish School. Id. 

47 Obedience to Spiritual Gover- 
nors. 2d. 

48. The House of God. Id. 

49. The Danger of Dissent. 2d. 

50. Infant Baptism, or John Jack- 
son's Christening. 2d. 

51. The History of St. Peter. 2d. 

52. Confirmation; its Authority and 
Benefits plainly stated. 2d. 

53. The Daily Service. 2d. 

54. The Country Pastor; or, the 
Life of the Rev. John Bold. 2d. 

55. On frequent Communion. 2d. 
or 14*. per 100. 

56. The Gospel after the Pentecostal 
Pattern. 2d., or 14*. per 100. 

57. The Commission of the Chris- 
tian Priest. Id. or Is. per 100. 

58. On Daily Public Worship j an 



Tracts on Christian Doctrine and Practice — continued 



Address to a Village Congregation. 
l£4. or 10*. 6d. per 100. 

59. The Order for Public Prayer 
Daily, not Weekly. 

60. A Plain Catechism on the 
Church. 24. 

61. The Lent Fast, with appronriate 
Prayers. 14. 

.62. The Bible Society contrary to the 
Bible and hostile to the Church. 2d. 



63. The Nature and Benefits of 
Holy Baptism. 64. 

64. The Unbaptized Sceptic. 1}4. 

65. Devotions for the Morning and 
Evening of each Day of the Week. 64. 

66. Modern Methodism; a Dia- 
logue. 84. 

67. Ditto, ditto. Part II. 2d. 

68. The Order of Confirmation ex- 
plained. 84. 



Vols. I. II. III. IF. and V. are now published, price 3s. 6d. each, in cloth. 

TALES and CONVERSATIONS for the PEOPLE; a Selection of Tracts. 

Cloth, 3s. 



THE GOSPEL OP ST. MAT- 
THEW, with Reflections upon every 
Verse. A new Edition, revised and 
corrected from the French of Pas- 

ftUIER QUE8NEL. 6*. cloth. 

A FRIENDLY ADDRESS on 
BAPTISMAL REGENERATION. 
By Bishop Jolly. With Memoir by 
Cheyste. Fcp. cloth, 1*. 

PRIVATE DEVOTIONS for every 
Day, chiefly from Bishop Andrewes. 
12mo. cloth, 1«. 

The ORDER of CONFIRMA- 
TION; explained and illustrated. 



By the Rev. H. Hopwood, B.A. 
Printed in black mfl. red. Price 84., or 
1*. cloth. ~ 

CONFIRMATION and COMMU- 
NION, addressed especially to young 
Members of the Church. 44. or 28#. 
per 100. 

The BAPTISMAL OFFICES of 
the UNITED CHURCH of ENG- 
LAND and IRELAND illustrated. 
By the Rev. T.M. Fallow, M.A., 
Curate of All Souls. 12mo. Is. 64. 

HACKET'S CHRISTIAN CON- 
SOLATIONS. 2s. 



S2mo. and 24mo. DEVOTIONAL BOOKS. 



MORNING & EVENING EXER- 
CISES for Beginners, with Form of 
Daily Examination. 24., or 14«.perl00. 

HOBJE SACRjE: a Manual of 
Private Meditations and Prayers, from 
the older Divines. With an Intro- 
duction. By the Rev. J. Chahdlsr, 
M.A. 3d Edit. Cloth, 2s. 64. ; mor.5«. 

This Work contains Prayers for 
various occasions in greater variety 
than is to be found elsewhere in the 
same compass. 

PRAYERS for UNITY and 
GUIDANCE into the TRUTH. 24. 
each, or 14*. per 100. 

A FORM OF SELF-EXAMINA- 



TION, CONFESSION, & PRAYER, 
to be used every Evening. 24. 

HOURS of PRAYER. Printed 
in black and red, with parchment 
wrapper, 1*., or 10*. 64. per dosen. 

A HOROLOGY, or DIAL OF 
PRAYER. Price Is. in parchment 
wrapper ; with illuminated Title, 
Is. 64. 

A LITANY and PRAYERS for the 
HOLY COMMUNION. By Bishop 
Andrewes. 34., or 2*. 64. a dozen. 

SPIRITUAL COMMUNION: 
Prayers for those hindered from re- 
ceiving the Holy Communion. 64., 
or 1*. in white parchment cover. 
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COMPANIONS TO THE COMMUNION. 

I. EUCHARISTICA; 

k COMPANION TO THE COMMUNION : 

Containing Meditations, Prayers, and Select Passages from Old English 
Divines; with an Introduction by Archdeacon Wilberfokce. A New 
Edition, with illuminated title, red border lines, and other ornaments. The 
prices remain the same as before— cloth, 2s. 6d. ; roan, 3*. 6d. ; morocco, 5*. 

An allowance to Clergymen purchasing in quantities, as presents after 

Confirmation, &c. 

This Volume is also kept in Extra Morocco, with or without Clasps, in 
Antique Vellum Binding, £c. %c. 6s. up to 3 guineas. 

II. NELSON ON THE COMMUNION; 
Containing Devotions for the Altar, Meditations, Prayers, &c. A New Edi- 
tion, with Memoir by Hawkins, and a Portrait of the Author. 18mo. This 
Volume is printed in a similar style to the foregoing, and is intended for those 
who require a larger type. 5*. cloth ; and in various handsome bindings, like 
the foregoing.— Also, in a cheaper form for distribution, 8*. 6d. stiff cloth 
boards. 

In 2 vols, imp. 8vo, closely printed, price 20s. 

Wbt Fofce of tbe ©6urc§. 

This Work contilns a large and varied collection of Treatises, Tracts, Ser- 
mons, &c. by the older Divines ; translations from the Fathers ; Biography; 
Church History; interspersed with Poetry, Anecdotes, and short Theological 
extracts. The whole is illustrated by original Notes, Prefaces, and Biogra- 
phical Notices, and forms a comprehensive Library of doctrinal and practical 
Theology, suited for the perusal of the Layman or the Divine. It contains — 



Lord Bacon's Confession of Faith.— 
Leslie on Episcopacy. — Bishop San- 
derson's Answer to Puritan Objec- 
tions.— Life of Bp. Ridley. — Bp. 
Hall's Olive of Peace.— Mede on 
Sacrilege.— Brevint's Christian Sa- 
crifice. — Waterland on Regenera- 
tion.— Sufferings of the Clergy 
during the Great Rebellion, from 
Walker. — Spelman on Churches, 
with a History of the Fate of Sacri- 
lege. — Stanley's Faith and Practice 
of a Church-of-England Man. — 
Correspondence between Charles I. 
and Henderson. — Bp. Morton's Con- 
fession of Faith.— Beveridge's Scrip- 
tural Rule for the Government 
of the Church.— Characters from 



Fuller's "Holy State." — Patrick 
on the Christian Priesthood. — 
Ken's Exposition of the Cate- 
chism. — Comber on the Common 
Prayer. — Jolly on Baptism.— Bing- 
ham on Divine Worship in the 
Ancient Church.— Patrick on Tra- 
dition. — Jones (of Nayland) on the 
Church.— Life of Rev. J. Bold.— 
Original Translations from St. Ber- 
nard, Chrysostom, Theodoret, Ire- 
naeus, Atnanasius, Gregory, &c. ; 
together with a large collection of 
Theologioal Extracts, Anecdotes, 
and Poetry. 

Vol. I. may be had separately, price 
10s. 6d. Vol. II. 9s. 6d. 



LAYS OF THE EARLY CHURCH. 

By John Fuller Russell, B.C.L. Incumbent of St James's, Enfield. 

Fcap. 8vo. 3*. 

LAURENCE ON LAY BAPTISM. 

With Additions and Hlustratious from the subsequent Controversy. 

Edited by William Scott, M.A. Hoxton. Fcp. 8vo, 6#. 

This Work forms a complete Manual on the subject. 



20 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY JAMES BURNS, 
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INSTRUCTIVE AND AMUSING BIOGRAPHY. 

3 vols., each 2s. 64. cloth. Sold separately or together. 

Contents of Vox.. I.— Izaak Walton — Sir Richard and Lady Fanshawe — 
Sir Henry Wotton— John Donne— Sir Thomas Stamford Raffles — Lord Ex- 
month — Lord Collingwood. 

.Vol. II.— William of Wykeham— Ancient Bishops : St. Basil, St. Cyprian, 
St. Athanasius, &c— The Venerable Bede — George Herbert 

Vol. III.— St. Ignatius— St. Polycarp— Hooker— Bp. Ridley— Bp. Sander- 
son—James Davies, &c. 

AN ORDER 

FOR 

LAYING THE FOUNDATION STONE OP A CHURCH OR CHAPEL. 

2d. ; or 14*. per 100. 



THE FORM OF PRAYER AND CEREMONIES 

USED AT THE CONSECRATION OF 

CHURCHES, CHAPELS, AND CHURCHYARDS, 

As used by the Lord Bishop of London, and in other Dioceses. Price Id., or 
Is. per 100. Clergymen may be supplied for distributions* Consecrations at 
a reduction. Also may be had as used in the Diocese of Winchester. 



Royal 32mo, cloth, 2s. ; roan, 3*. 6d. ; morocco, 5*. 

PICTURES OF RELIGION; 

In a Selection of Figurative and Emblematic Passages from the Works of 
Hall, Taylor, Leighton, Bevuridge, Donne, &c. See. 



In Foap. 8vo. Second Edition, enlarged, 

ANCIENT MODELS IN ECCLESIASTICAL 

ARCHITECTURE. 

By Charles Andessok, Esq. 5s. cloth. 



SERMONS 

PREACHED BEFORE HER MAJESTY QUEEN VICTORIA. 

By Samuel Wilhkfokcz, M.A. Archdeacon of Surrey. 

Second Edition. 12mo. 4*. 

Also, by the same, 

MISCELLANEOUS SERMONS. 

1844. 7s. 



JUSTORUM SEMITA ; 

A HISTORY OF THE SAINTS' AND HOLY DAYS OF THE PRESENT 

ENGLISH KALENDAR. 

With an Introduction. Fcap. 8vo. (Dee. to May). 4s. 64. cloth. 

(Juna to Nov.) 6s. 
Or complete in One Volume, 10*. 6d. 
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CHEAP LIST. 



The following Books from the foregoing Catalogue may be had in a commoner 

style at the prices affixed. 



Help to Knowledge. 1*. 6d. j 

Anderson on the Lord's Prayer. 
\s. 6d. 
Sherlock on Public Worship. 2s. 6d. 
Howard's Old Testament. 2s. 6d. 

New Testament. 2s. Gd. 

Art of Contentment. 2s. 

Select Letters. 3*. 64. 

Watson's Sermons for the Young. 2s. 



Dodsworth on the Lord's Supper. 

ls.6d. 
Book of Anecdotes. 1*. 6d. 
Life of Wykeham. 1*. 6d. 
Ramsay* 8 Catechism. 1*. 6d, 
Elements of Knowledge. 2s. 6d. 
Nelson on the Communion. Large 

Type. 3s. 6d. 



Wbt lEnglfe&man'* ifflagajfat; 

For 1841, 1842, and 1843, 5*. each in cloth. 

This work is well suited for Lending- Libraries, or Family reading; and will 
be found to contain a large mass of interesting and useful matter on every 
variety of subject. 

*»* A quantity of odd Numbers of the "Englishman's Magazine" having, 
as is usual in such periodicals, accumulated, from time to time, these will be 
sold, for Parochial Distribution and Lending, in Packets of 25 for Zs. 6d. 
The contents are as useful for this purpose as when first published. 



JWaga?fae for tie §?oung; 

PUBLISHED MONTHLY, PRICE 2d., WITH ILLUSTRATIONS; AND IN VOLUMES 

PRICK 2*. 6d., CLOTH. 

The Volumes for 1842, 1843, and 1844, are now ready. 

The contents are varied so as to suit Children of all ages, embracing, 
Biography, Natural History, Dialogues, Tales, &c. 



©lasstfieti Hist of ?3oofcs, 

From 6d. to 6s. 
FOR LENDING LIBRARIES, SCHOOL REWARDS, &c. 

■»* For Books from a Halfpenny to 4d., see pp. 7, 8 of foregoing Catalogue. 



SIXPENNY BOOKS. 



Prasca Loupouloff. 

Dialogues on the Te Deum. 

Select Allegories. 

Esther Simmons. 

Richard Morton. 

Select Fables. 

Plain Lectures on Doctrine &Duty. 

The Bird's Nest, and other Tales. 
9. Counsels for Young Females. 
10. Fabulous Stories. 

Stories on the Lord's Prayer. By 
Author of " Amy Herbert." 

The Story of St. Christopher. 

The Redbreast, and other Tales. 



1. 
2. 
3. 
4. 
5. 
6. 
7. 
8. 



11. 

12. 
13. 



14. The Four Seasons. 

15. Susan Harvey — Confirmation. 

16. The Two Dogs. 

17. Ask Mama. 

18. George Hengrove. 

19. Faith. Hope, and Charity. 

20. The Red and White Roses. 

21. Life of Kettle well, with Rules for 

a Holy and Happy Death. 

22. The Dove. 

23. The Canary Bird. 

24. The King and the Woodman. 

25. The Rose Bush. 

26. The Cherries. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY JAMBS BUBNS, 



SIXPENNY 

27. Isaac Pinchpenny. 

28. Henry of Eichenfeis. 

29. The Valley of Almeria. 

30. The Story of Eustace. 

31. Palestine. 

32. King Edwin and Northumbria 

33. Ken's Manual of Prayer. 

34. Poor Anthony. 



BOOKS— continued. 

35. A Day at East Aston School. 

36. The Nightingale. 

37. The Little Wren. 

38. Lives of Englishmen. Part I. 
89. Ditto. Part II. 

40. The Birdkeeping Boy. 

41. Dorcas Oreen. 



AT EIGHTPENCE EACH. 



1. James's Manual of Christian 

Doctrine. 

2. Christian Lyrics. Cloth. 

3. Hymns for Children of the Church 

of England. Cloth. 



4. Stories on the Commandments. 

5. Guide to the Communion. (Nel- 

son.) (Small Edition). 

6. Olive Lester. 



AT NINEPENCE EACH. 



1. James Ford, and other Stories. 

2. Cousin Rachel. Part I. 

3. Ditto. Part II. 

4. Ken's Practice of Divine Love. 

5. KettlewelTs Penitent's Guide. 



6. The Cold Heart. 

7. Fables and Parables. 

8. Livesof Englishmen. Pt.III.(104.) 

9. King Edwin & Northumbria. Cloth 
1 0. A Day at East Alston School. Cloth. 



AT ONE SHILLING EACH. 



l. 

2. 

3. 

4. 

5. 

6. 

7. 

8. 

9. 
10. 
11. 

12. 
13. 
14. 
15. 
16. 
17. 
18. 

19. 



A Godparent's Gift. Cloth. 
The Life of Hooker. 
Edward Trueman. Cloth. 
Bessy Gray. Cloth. 
Bishop Jolly on Baptism. Cloth. 
Hopwood on Confirmation. Cloth. 
Christian Contentment. 
Penny Books. (Packet.) 
Halfpenny Books. (Packet.) 
James's Manual. Cloth. 
Christmas Eve; or, the History 

of Poor Anthony. Half-bd. 
Cousin Rachel. Part III. 
Cousin Rachel, Part IV. 
Aslauga's Knight. (Fouqu6.) 
Two Captains. (Fouque.) 
Gottfried; or, the Hermitage. 
Ambrose Elton : a Tale. 
Hawker's " Reeds Shaken with 

the Wind." 2d Series. 
Follow Me; an Allegory. 



22. 
23. 
24. 



25. 
26. 
27. 
28. 
29. 
30. 
31. 
32. 
33. 



on \ By. the Au 
V of " Ivo and 
i. J rena." 



Author 
Ve- 



20. The Castle on 
the Rock. 

21. The Stream, 
The Knight and the Enchanters 

(Fouqu6). 

The Shepherd of the Giant Moun- 
tains (Fouque). 

Patrick's " Parable of the Pil- 
grim." (Miniature Edition). 

A Kempis' " Imitation of Christ." 

Sutton's " Learn to Die." 

Valley of Almeria. Cloth. 

The Story of Eustace. Cloth. 

Palestine. Cloth. 

James Ford. Cloth. 

Prasca Loupouloff. Cloth. 

Te Deum. Cloth. 

Stories on Lord's Prayer. By the 
Author of "Amy Herbert/' CL 

34. Plain Lectures. Cloth. 

35. Olive Lester. Cloth. 



AT ONE SHILLING 

1. The Book of Poetry. Cloth. 

2. What we are to believe. Cloth. 

3. Book of Church History. Cloth. 

4. Christian Contentment. Cloth. 

5. Life of Hooker. Cloth. 

6. IvoandVerena; or, the Snowdrop. 

7. Robert Marshall. (By Author of 

"Fairy Bower.") Cloth. 

8. Ancient Hymns for Children. 

(Rev. Is. Williams.) Cloth. 

9. Halfpenny Books. Cloth. 
10. Hymns on the Catechism. (Rev. 

U. Williams.) Stiff cloth. 
11. Children's Books. 32mo. 1st 
Series. (In Packet.) 



AND SIXPENCE EACH. 

12. Ditto. 2d Series. (Ditto.) 

13. Ditto. 3d Series. (Ditto.) 

14. The Redbreast and other Tales, 
from the German. Cloth. 

15. Gresley's Holiday Tales. Stiff Co v. 

16. St. Sylvester's Eve, ft other Tales. 

17. Help to Knowledge. Stiff Cover. 

18. Anderson on Lord's Prayer. Do. 

19. Book of Anecdotes. Ditto. 

20. Life of Wykeham. Ditto. 

21. Spinckes's Devotions. Ditto. 

22. Dodsworth on the Communion. Do. 

23. Evenings with the Old Story 
Tellers. 

i (\s.*d.^ 



i 



17, PORTMAN STREET, PORTMAN SQUARE. 



■ I 

23 



AT TWO SHILLINGS EACH. 



3. 
4. 
5. 
6. 



1. Gresley's Holiday Tales. Cloth. 

2. Books for Children. Vol. I. CI. 
Ditto. Vol. II. Cloth. 
Ditto. Vol. III. Cloth. 
Ditto. Vol. IV. Cloth. 
Chamberlain's Help to Know- 
ledge. Cloth. 

7. Bishop Ken's Practice of Divine 

Love. Cloth. 

8. Anderson on the Lord's Prayer. CI. 

9. Cousin Rachel. Vol. I. Cloth. 

10. Ivo and Verena. Cloth. 

11. The Life of William of Wykeham. 

Cuts. Cloth. 

12. Pictures of Religion. Cloth. 



13. Hacketfs (Bp.) Christian Conso- 

lations. Cloth. 

14. A Packet of Threepenny Books. 

15. A Packet of 13 Twopenny Books. 

16. Henri de Clermont. (Gresley.) 

17. Paget's Village Stories. (InPckt.) 

18. Neale's Sketches of Christian 

Heroism. 

19. Genoveva. Stiff Cover. 

20. Art of Contentment. Ditto. 

21. Watson's Sermons for the Young. 

Stiff Cover. 

22. Lucy and Arthur. Ditto. 

23. Lives of Donne, Hooker, Herbert, 

&c. from Walton. 

24. Old Ballads and Metrical Tales. 



AT TWO SHILLINGS AND SIXPENCE EACH. 



1. Winter's Tale. Square. Cloth. 

2. Parable of the Pilgrim. Cloth. 

3. Doctrine of the Cross illustrated. 

4. Fourpenny Books. 1st Series. 

(In Packet.) 

5. Ditto. 2d Series. (Ditto.) 

6. Ditto. 3d Series. (Ditto.) 

7. The Book of Anecdotes. Cloth. 

8. Wilberforce'8 Rocky Island, and 

other Parables. Cloth. 

9. Watson's Sermons for the Young. 

Cloth. 

10. Abdiel; a Tale of the Early Chris- 

tians. With Engravings. Cloth. 

11. Instructive and Amusing Bio- 

graphy. Vol. I. 
I*. Walton— Sir R. and Lady Fanshawe— 
Sir H. Wotton— John Donne — Sir T. S. 
Raffles— Lord Exmouth— Lord Collingwood. 

12. Ditto. Vol. II. 

William of Wykeham— Ancient Bishops: 
St. Basil, St. Cyprian, &c— Yen. Bede— 
George Herbert. 

13. Ditto. Vol. III. 

St. Ignatius— St. Poly carp— Hooker— Bp. 
Ridley— Bp. Sanderson, fce. See, 



14. LifeofMilles. Cloth. 

15. Monro's Stories of Cottagers. CI. 

16. Magazine for the Young, 1842. CI. 
Ditto, 1843 and 1844. 
Fables, Stories, and Allegories. 

18mo. Cuts. 

Old Testament History for Chil- 
dren. 

New Testament ditto. 

Little Alice and her Sister. 

Paget' s Tales of the Village Chil- 
dren. 1st and 2d Series. 

Henry Howard : a Tale. 

The Hope of the Katzekopfs ; a 
Fairy Tale. 

Genoveva of Brabant ; a Tale of 
Old Times. 2*. 6d. 
26. Conversations with Cousin Rachel. 
Vol. II. 

Sherlock on Public Worship. 
Stiff Cover. 

Howard's Old Testament. Ditto. 

New Testament. Ditto. 

Elements of Knowledge. Ditto. 

Twopenny Books. Bound. 



17. 
18. 

19. 

20. 
21. 
22. 

23. 
24. 

25. 



27. 

28. 
29. 
30. 
31. 



AT THREE SHILLINGS EACH. 



l. 

2. 
3. 



Old 



IL 



Spring-Tide. 
Lucy and Arthur. 
Howard's Scripture History 
Testament. 

4. Howard's Scripture History: New 

Testament. 

5. The Castle of Falkenbourg, and 

other Tales. From the German. 

6. The Art of Contentment. 

7. The Fasts and Festivals of the 

Church. 18mo. cloth. 



8. Paget's Tales of the Village. First 

Series. 

9. The White and Red Roses, and 

other Tales. 

10. Toogood's Sketches of Church 

History. 

11. Hymns and Scenes of Childhood. 

12. Holy Baptism. (Pref. by Manning.) 

13. TalesandDlalo^«&foVCcv^««^ 

14. Gre%\etf% ^«d3s2% 'BSwX *W^ n» 
i the CoTvWxvexa 



~\ 




AT THREE SHILLINGS AND SIXPENCE EACH. 



1. Present for Young Churchmen. 

Square. Many cuts. 

2. Elements of Knowledge. Sq. Do. 

3. 0108167*8 Charles Lever. 

4. Gresley's Clement Walton. 

5. Pagef s Tales of the Village. Se- 

cond Series. 
Pagef s Tales of the Village. Third 

Series. 
Tracts on Christian Doctrine and 

Practice. Vol. I. 
8. Tracts on Christian Doctrine and 

Practice. Vol. II. 



6. 
7. 



9. 



Tracts on Christian Doctrine and 

Practice. Vol.111. 
Ditto. Vol. IV. 
Pictures of Religion. Bound in 

roan. 
Sintram and his Companions. CI. 
IS. The Little Cousins. Square. Cots. 
14. Wilberforce's (Archd. R. I.) Five 
Empires. 
Selected Letters. Stiff Cover. 
Nelson on the Communion. Large 
type. Stiff covers. 
17. The Birth-day. 



10. 
11. 

12. 



15. 
16. 



AT FOUR SHILLINGS EACH. 



1. Gresley's Siege of Lichfield. 

2. Gresley's Forest of Arden. 

3. Church Clavering. 

4. Wilberforce's Rutilros; or, Stories 

of the Third Age. 



5. Selected Letters, by the Rev. T. 

Chamberlain. 

6. Church Poetry. 

7. Companion to the Sunday Ser- 

vices. In one vol. 

8. Waltham-on-Sea. 



AT FOUR SHILLINGS AND SIXPENCE EACH. 



1. The History of our Blessed Savi- 

our. 13 coloured Pictures. 

2. Popular Tales and Legends. Sq. 

Many Cuts. 

3. Teale's Lives of Laymen : Izaak 

Walton, Robert Nelson, and 
Lord Falkland. 

4. Palmer's Church History. 

5. Legends and TraditionaryStories, 

in Prose & Verse. Sq. Many Cuts. 



6. Gresley's Bernard Leslie. 

7. Churton's Early English Church. 

8. Rodolph the Voyager. 

9. Abbey Church; or, Self-Control 

and Self-Conceit. 

10. Tales irom the German of Chr. 
8chmid. 

11. Sacred History (Old and New 

Testament together.) 

12. Sintram. Cloth. 



AT FIVE SHILLINGS EACH. 



1. Bellairs' Tales of the Town. 

2. Massingberd's History of the En- 

glish Reformation. 

3. Nelson on the Communion. 

4. Englishman's Mag. 1841. Cloth. 

5. Ditto. 1842. Cloth. 



6. Englishman's Mag. 1843. Cloth. 

7. Pridden's Australia. 

8. Companion to the Sunday Ser- 

vices. 2 vols. 

9. Lays and Ballads from English 

History. 
10. The Virgin Martyr. 



AT SIX SHILLINGS EACH. 



1. Five Tales of Old Time. 
2. The Fairy Bower 
S. Louisa. 
4. Jones' Village Sermons. 



5. Scenes from Fouque's Sintram. 

6. Rodolph the Voyager. Part II. 

7 . Tales from the Eastern Land. 



i 



nu» 



\ 



^ 



